Robert  W.  Woodruff 
Library 


G.    Greene   Collection 

EMORY  UNIVERSITY 

Special  Collections  &  Archives 


The   Law  &  The   Lady 


NO  I  "EL 


r.v 


WILKIE     COLLINS 

IX    THREE    VOLUMES 
VOL.  I. 


iConboit 
CHATTO     AND     WINDUS,    PICCADILLY 

1875 


The  Kisht  of  Translaiuii  Is  rtscrri 


LONDON'  :     rRINTED    T.V 
-SrOTTISWODDE      AND      CO.,       NEW-STREET       SQUARE 
AND    PARLIAMENT    STREET 


$nscril)tb-  icr 

REGNI  ER 

(Of    the    Theatre    Franjais,     Pari'„ 
IN    TOKEN    OF    ADMIRATION     FOR    THE    GREAT    ACTOR 

AND     OF 

AFFECTION     FOR    THE    TRUE     FRIEND 


NO  TE: 

ADDRESSED    TO   THE  READER. 

In  offering  this  book  to  you,  I  have  no 
Preface  to  write.  I  have  only  to  request 
that  you  will  bear  in  mind  certain  estab- 
lished truths,  which  occasionally  escape  your 
memory  when  you  are  reading  a  work  of 
fiction.  Be  pleased,  then,  to  remember 
(First)  :  That  the  actions  of  human  beings 
are  not  invariably  governed  by  the  laws 
of  pure  reason.  (Secondly):  That  we  are 
by  no  means  always  in  the  habit  of 
bestowing  our  love  on  the  objects  which 
are  the  most  deserving  of  it,  in  the  opinions 
of   our    friends.     (Thirdly    and    Lastly)  : 


vi  XOTE:    TO    THE   READER. 

That  Characters  which  may  not  have 
appeared,  and  Events  which  may  not 
have  taken  place,  within  the  limits  of  our 
own  individual  experience,  may  never- 
theless be  perfectly  natural  Characters  and 
perfectly  probable  Events,  for  all  that. 
Having  said  these  few  words,  I  have  said 
all  that  seems  to  be  necessary  at  the  present 
time,  in  presenting  my  new  Story  to  your 
notice. 

W.  C. 

London  :  February  I,  1S75. 
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THE  LAW  and  THE   LADY 


CHAPTER   I. 

THE    BRIDE'S    MISTAKE. 

'  For  after  this  manner  in  the  old  time 
the  holy  women  also,  who  trusted  in  God, 
adorned  themselves,  being  in  subjection 
unto  their  own  husbands  ;  even  as  Sarah 
obeyed  Abraham,  calling  him  lord  ;  whose 
daughters  ye  are  as  long  as  ye  do  well, 
and  are  not  afraid  with  any  amazement.' 

Concluding  the  Marriage  Service  of 
the  Church  of  England  in  those  well- 
known  words,  my  Uncle  Starkweather 
shut  up  his  book,  and  looked  at  me  across 
the  altar  rails  with  a  hearty  expression  of 
interest  on    his  broad  red  face.     At   the 
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same  time  my  aunt,  Mrs.  Starkweather, 
standing  by  my  side,  tapped  me  smartly 
on  the  shoulder,  and  said, 

'  Valeria,  you  are  married  ! ' 

Where  were  my  thoughts  ?  What  had 
become  of  my  attention  ?  I  was  too  be- 
wildered to  know.  I  started  and  looked 
at  my  new  husband.  He  seemed  to  be 
almost  as  much  bewildered  as  I  was. 
The  same  thought  had,  as  I  believe, 
occurred  to  us  both  at  the  same  moment. 
Was  it  really  possible — in  spite  of  his 
mother's  opposition  to  our  marriage — that 
we  were  Man  and  Wife  ?  My  Aunt 
Starkweather  settled  the  question  by  a 
second  tap  on  my  shoulder. 

'  Take  his  arm  ! '  she  whispered,  in  the 
tone  of  a  woman  who  had  lost  all  patience 
with  me. 

I  took  his  arm. 

'  Follow  your  uncle.' 

Holding  fast  by  my  husband's  arm,  I 
followed  my  uncle  and  the  curate  who  had 
assisted  him  at  the  marriage. 

The    two   clergymen    led    W3    into    the 
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vestry.  The  church  was  in  one  of  the 
dreary  quarters  of  London,  situated  be- 
tween the  City  and  the  West  End  ;  the 
day  was  dull  ;  the  atmosphere  was  heavy 
and  damp.  We  were  a  melancholy  little 
wedding-party,  worthy  of  the  dreary 
neighbourhood  and  the  dull  day.  No 
relatives  or  friends  of  my  husband's  were 
present ;  his  family,  as  I  have  already 
hinted,  disapproved  of  his  marriage. 
Except  my  uncle  and  my  aunt,  no  other 
relations  appeared  on  my  side.  I  had  lost 
both  my  parents,  and  I  had  but  few 
friends.  My  dear  father's  faithful  old 
clerk,  Benjamin,  attended  the  wedding  to 
'  give  me  away,'  as  the  phrase  is.  He 
had  known  me  from  a  child,  and,  in  my 
forlorn  position,  he  was  as  good  as  a  father 
to  me. 

The  last  ceremony  left  to  be  performed 
was,  as  usual,  the  signing  of  the  marriage- 
register.  In  the  confusion  of  the  moment 
(and  in  the  absence  of  any  information 
to  guide  me)  I  committed  a  mistake — 
ominous,     in     my    Aunt     Starkweather's 
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opinion,  of  evil  to  come.  I  signed  my 
married  instead  of  my  maiden  name. 

'  What !  '  cried  my  uncle,  in  his  loudest 
and  cheeriest  tones,  '  you  have  forgotten 
your  own  name  already  ?  Well  !  well  ! 
let  us  hope  you  will  never  repent  parting 
with  it  so  readily.  Try  again,  Valeria — 
try  again.' 

With  trembling  fingers  I  struck  the 
pen  through  my  first  effort,  and  wrote 
my  maiden  name,  very  badly  indeed,  as 
follows  : — 


When  it  came  to  my  husband's  turn 
I  noticed,  with  surprise,  that  his  hand 
trembled  too,  and  that  he  produced  a 
very    poor    specimen    of    his    customary 


signature  :- 


tus&&>  UJMJ 
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My  aunt,  on  being  requested  to  sign, 
complied  under  protest.  '  A  bad  begin- 
ning ! '  she  said,  pointing  to  my  first  un- 
fortunate signature  with  the  feather-end  of 
her  pen.  '  I  say  with  my  husband — I 
hope  you  may  not  live  to  regret  it' 

Even  then,  in  the  days  of  my  ignorance 
and  my  innocence,  that  curious  outbreak 
of  my  aunt's  superstition  produced  a  cer- 
tain uneasy  sensation  in  my  mind.  It  was 
a  consolation  to  me  to  feel  the  reassuring 
pressure  of  my  husband's  hand.  It  was 
an  indescribable  relief  to  hear  my  uncle's 
hearty  voice  wishing  me  a  happy  life  at 
parting.  The  good  man  had  left  his 
north-country  Vicarage  (my  home  since 
the  death  of  my  parents)  expressly  to 
read  the  service  at  my  marriage  ;  and  he 
and  my  aunt  had  arranged  to  return  by 
the  midday  train.  He  folded  me  in  his 
great  strong  arms,  and  he  gave  me  a  kiss 
which  must  certainly  have  been  heard  by 
the  idlers  waiting  for  the  bride  and  bride- 
groom outside  the  church  door. 

'  I  wish  you  health  and  happiness,  my 
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love,  with  all  my  heart.  You  an;  old 
enough  to  choose  for  yourself,  and — no 
offence,  Mr.  Woodville,  you  and  I  are  new 
friends  —and  I  pray  God,  Valeria,  it  may 
turn  out  that  you  have  chosen  well.  Our 
house  will  be  dreary  enough  without  you  ; 
but  I  don't  complain,  my  deal".  On  the 
contrary,  if  this  change  in  your  life  makes 
you  happier,  I  rejoice.  Come  !  come  !  don't 
cry,  or  you  will  set  your  aunt  off-  and  it's 
no  joke  at  her  time  of  life.  Besides,  cry- 
ing will  spoil  your  beaut)'.  Dry  your  eyes 
and  look  in  the  glass  there,  and  you  will 
see  that  I  am  right.  Goodbye,  child — and 
God  bless  you  ! ' 

He  tucked  my  aunt  under  his  arm,  and 
hurried  out.  My  heart  sank  a  little,  dearly 
as  I  loved  my  husband,  when  I  had  seen 
the  last  of  the  true  friend  and  protector  of 
my  maiden  days. 

The  parting  with  old  Benjamin  came 
next.  '  I  wish  you  well,  my  dear  ;  don't 
forget  me,'  was  all  he  said.  But  the  old 
days  at  home  came  back  on  me  at  those; 
few  words.      Benjamin   always   dined  with 
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us  on  Sundays  in  my  father's  time,  and 
always  brought  some  little  present  with 
him  for  his  master's  child.  I  was  very 
near  to  'spoiling  my  beauty'  (as  my  uncle 
had  put  it)  when  I  offered  the  old  man 
my  cheek  to  kiss,  and  heard  him  sigh  to 
himself,  as  if  he  too  was  not  quite  hopeful 
about  my  future  life. 

My  husband's  voice  roused  me,  and 
turned  my  mind  to  happier  thoughts. 

'  Shall  we  go,  Valeria  ? '  he  asked. 

I  stopped  him  on  our  way  out,  to  take 
advantage  of  my  uncle's  advice.  In  other 
words,  to  see  how  I  looked  in  the  glass 
over  the  vestry  fireplace. 

What  does  the  glass  show  me  ? 

The  gflass  shows  a  tall  and  slender 
young  woman  of  three-and- twenty  years 
of  a^e.  She  is  not  at  all  the  sort  of 
person  who  attracts  attention  in  the  street, 
seeing  that  she  fails  to  exhibit  the  popular 
yellow  hair  and  the  popular  painted  cheeks. 
Her  hair  is  black  ;  dressed,  in  these  later 
days    (as   it    was    dressed   years    since    to 
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please  her  father),  in  broad  ripples  drawn 
back  from  the  forehead,  and  gathered  into 
a  simple  knot  behind  (like  the  hair  of  the 
Venus  de'  Medici),  so  as  to  show  the  neck 
beneath.  Her  complexion  is  pale  :  except 
in  moments  of  violent  agitation  there  is  no 
colour  to  be  seen  in  her  face.  Her  eyes 
are  of  so  dark  a  blue  that  they  are  gener- 
ally mistaken  for  black.  Her  eyebrows 
are  well  enough  in  form,  but  they  are  too 
dark,  and  too  strongly  marked.  Her  nose 
just  inclines  towards  the  aquiline  bend, 
and  is  considered  a  little  too  large  by 
persons  difficult  to  please  in  the  matter  of 
noses.  The  mouth,  her  best  feature,  is 
very  delicately  shaped,  and  is  capable  of 
presenting  great  varieties  of  expression. 
As  to  the  face  in  general,  it  is  too  narrow 
and  too  long  at  the  lower  part ;  too  broad 
and  too  low  in  the  higher  regions  of  the 
eyes  and  the  head.  The  whole  picture, 
as  reflected  in  the  glass,  represents  a 
.woman  of  some  elegance,  rather  too  pale, 
and  rather  too  sedate  and  serious  in  her 
moments  of  silence  and  repose — in  short, 
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a  person  who  fails  to  strike  the  ordinary 
observer  at  first  sight ;  but  who  gains  in 
general  estimation,  on  a  second,  and  some- 
times even  on  a  third,  view.  As  for  her 
dress,  it  studiously  conceals,  instead  of  pro- 
claiming, that  she  has  been  married  that 
morning.  She  wears  a  grey  Cashmere  tunic 
trimmed  with  grey  silk,  and  having  a  skirt 
of  the  same  material  and  colour  beneath  it. 
On  her  head  is  a  bonnet  to  match,  relieved 
by  a  quilling  of  white  muslin,  with  one 
deep  red  rose,  as  a  morsel  of  positive 
colour,  to  complete  the  effect  of  the  whole 
dress. 

Have  I  succeeded  or  failed  in  describ- 
ing the  picture  of  myself  which  I  see  in 
the  glass  ?  It  is  not  for  me  to  say.  I 
have  done  my  best  to  keep  clear  of  the 
two  vanities — the  vanity  of  depreciating, 
and  the  vanity  of  praising,  my  own 
personal  appearance.  For  the  rest,  well 
written  or  badly  written,  thank  Heaven  it 
is  done ! 

And  whom  do  I  see  in  the  glass, 
standing  by  my  side  ? 
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I  see  a  man  who  is  not  quite  so  tall  as 
I  am,  and  who  has  the  misfortune  of  look- 
ing older  than  his  years.  His  forehead 
is  prematurely  bald.  His  big  chestnut- 
coloured  beard  and  his  long  overhanging 
moustache  are  already  streaked  with  grey. 
He  has  the  colour  in  his  face  which 
my  face  wants,  and  the  firmness  in  his 
figure  which  my  figure  wants.  He  looks 
at  me  with  the  tenderest  and  gentlest  eyes 
(of  a  light  brown)  that  I  ever  saw  in  the 
countenance  of  a  man.  His  smile  is  rare 
and  sweet ;  his  manner,  perfectly  quiet  and 
retiring,  has  yet  a  latent  persuasiveness 
in  it,  which  is  (to  women)  irresistibly 
winning.  He  just  halts  a  little  in  his  walk, 
from  the  effect  of  an  injury  received  in  past 
years,  when  he  was  a  soldier  serving  in 
India,  and  he  carries  a  thick  bamboo 
cane,  with  a  curious  crutch  handle  (an  old 
favourite),  to  help  himself  along  whenever 
he  gets  on  his  feet,  indoors  or  out.  With 
this  one  little  drawback  (if  it  is  a  drawback), 
there  is  nothing  infirm  or  old  or  awkward 
about  him  ;  his  slight  limp  when  he  walks 
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has  (perhaps  to  my  partial  eyes)  a  certain 
quaint  grace  of  its  own,  which  is  pleasanter 
to  see  than  the  unrestrained  activity  of 
other  men.  And  last,  and  best  of  all,  I 
love  him  !  I  love  him  !  I  love  him  !  And 
there  is  an  end  of  my  portrait  of  my 
husband  on  our  wedding-day. 

The  glass  has  told  me  all  I  want  to 
know.     We  leave  the  vestry  at  last. 

The  sky,  cloudy  since  the  morning,  has 
darkened  while  we  have  been  in  the  church, 
and  the  rain  is  beginning  to  fall  heavily. 
The  idlers  outside  stare  at  us  grimly  under 
their  umbrellas,  as  we  pass  through  their 
ranks,  and  hasten  into  our  carriage.  No 
cheering  ;  no  sunshine  ;  no  flowers  strewn 
in  our  path  ;  no  grand  breakfast  ;  no  genial 
speeches  ;  no  bridesmaids  ;  no  father's  or 
mother's  blessing.  A  dreary  wedding — 
there  is  no  denying  it — and  (if  Aunt  Stark- 
weather is  right)  a  bad  beginning  as  well ! 

A  coupe  has  been  reserved  for  us  at  the 
railway  station.  The  attentive  porter,  on 
the  look-out  for  his  fee,  pulls  down  the 
blinds  over  the  side  windows  of  the  carriage, 
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and  shuts  out  all  prying  eyes  in  that  way. 
After  what  seems  to  be  an  interminable 
delay  the  train  starts.  My  husband  winds 
his  arm  round  me.  '  At  last ! '  he  whispers, 
with  love  in  his  eyes  that  no  words  can 
utter,  and  presses  me  to  him  gently.  My 
arm  steals  round  his  neck  ;  my  eyes  answer 
his  eyes.  Our  lips  meet  in  the  first  long 
lingering  kiss  of  our  married  life. 

Oh,  what  recollections  of  that  journey 
rise  in  me  as  I  write  !  Let  me  dry  my 
eyes,  and  shut  up  my  paper  for  the  day. 


13 


CHAPTER   II. 

THE    BRIDE'S    THOUGHTS. 

We  had  been  travelling  for  a  little  more 
than  an  hour,  when  a  change  passed  insen 
sibly  over  us  both. 

Still  sitting  close  together,  with  my 
hand  in  his,  with  my  head  on  his  shoulder, 
little  by  little  we  fell  insensibly  into  silence. 
Had  we  already  exhausted  the  narrow 
yet  eloquent  vocabulary  of  love  ?  Or  had 
we  determined  by  unexpressed  consent, 
after  enjoying  the  luxury  of  passion  that 
speaks,  to  try  the  deeper  and  finer  rapture 
of  passion  that  thinks  ?  I  can  hardly 
determine  ;  I  only  know  that  a  time  came 
when  under  some  strange  influence  our 
lips  were  closed  towards  each  other.  We 
travelled  along,  each  of  us  absorbed  in  our 
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own  reverie.  Was  he  thinking'  exclusively 
of  me — as  I  was  thinking  exclusively  of 
him  ?  Before  the  journey's  end  I  had  my 
doubts.  At  a  little  later  time  I  knew  for 
certain,  that  his  thoughts,  wandering  far 
away  from  his  young  wife,  were  all  turned 
inward  on  his  own  unhappy  self. 

For  me,  the  secret  pleasure  of  filling 
my  mind  with  him  while  I  felt  him  by  my 
side,  was  a  luxury  in  itself. 

I  pictured  in  my  thoughts  our  first 
meeting  in  the  neighbourhood  of  my 
uncle's  house. 

Our  famous  north-country  trout-stream 
wound  its  flashing  and  foaming  way 
through  a  ravine  in  the  rocky  moorland. 
It  was  a  windy,  shadowy  evening.  A 
heavily  clouded  sunset  lay  low  and  red  in 
the  west.  A  solitary  angler  stood  casting 
his  fly,  at  a  turn  in  the  stream,  where  the 
backwater  lay  still  and  deep  under  an 
overhanging  bank.  A  girl  (myself)  stand- 
ing on  the  bank,  invisible  to  the  fisherman 
beneath,  waited  eagerly  to  see  the  trout 
rise. 
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The  moment  came  ;  the  fish  took  the 

fly- 

Sometimes  on  the  little  level  strip  of 
sand  at  the  foot  of  the  bank  ;  sometimes 
(when  the  stream  turned  again)  in  the 
shallower  water  rushing  over  its  rocky 
bed,  the  angler  followed  the  captured 
trout,  now  letting  the  line  run  out,  and 
now  winding  it  in  again,  in  the  difficult 
and  delicate  process  of  '  playing  '  the  fish. 
Along  the  bank  I  followed,  to  watch  the 
contest  of  skill  and  cunning  between  the 
man  and  the  trout.  I  had  lived  long 
enough  with  my  uncle  Starkweather  to 
catch  some  of  his  enthusiasm  for  field 
sports,  and  to  learn  something,  especially, 
of  the  angler's  art.  Still  following  the 
stranger,  with  my  eyes  intently  fixed  on 
every  movement  of  his  rod  and  line,  and 
with  not  so  much  as  a  chance  fragment 
of  my  attention  to  spare  for  the  rough 
path  along  which  I  was  walking,  I  stepped 
by  chance  on  the  loose  overhanging  earth 
at  the  edge  of  the  bank,  and  fell  into  the 
stream  in  an  instant. 
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The  distance  was    trifling ;  the    water 
was    shallow  ;  the    bed    of   the    river  was 
(fortunately  for  me)  of  sand.     Beyond  the 
fright  and  the  wetting   I    had  nothing  to 
complain   of.     In  a  few   moments   I    was 
out  of  the  water  and  up  again,  very  much 
ashamed   of  myself,   on  the  firm    ground. 
Short  as  the  interval  was,  it  proved  long 
enough  to  favour  the  escape  of  the  fish. 
The  angler  had  heard  my  first  instinctive 
cry  of  alarm,  had  turned,  and  had  thrown 
aside  his  rod  to  help  me.     We  confronted 
each  other  for  the  first  time,  I  on  the  bank 
and  he  in  the  shallow  water  below.     Our 
eyes    encountered,    and    I    verily    believe 
our  hearts  encountered  at   the  same  mo- 
ment.     This  I  know  for  certain,  we  forgot 
our  breeding  as  lady  and  gentleman  ;  we 
looked  at  each  other  in  barbarous  silence. 

I  was  the  first  to  recover  myself.  What 
did  I  say  to  him  ? 

I  said  something  about  my  not  being 
hurt,  and  then  something  more,  urcino" 
him  to  run  back,  and  try  if  he  mio-ht  not 
yet  recover  the  fish. 
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He  went  back  unwillingly.  He  re- 
turned to  me — of  course,  without  the  fish. 
Knowing  how  bitterly  disappointed  my 
uncle  would  have  been  in  his  place,  I 
apologised  very  earnestly.  In  my  eager- 
ness to  make  atonement  I  even  offered  to 
show  him  a  spot  where  he  might  try  again, 
lower  down  the  stream. 

He  would  not  hear  of  it ;  he  entreated 
me  to  go  home  and  change  my  wet  dress. 
I  cared  nothing  for  the  wetting,  but  I 
obeyed  him  without  knowing  why. 

He  walked  with  me.  My  way  back 
to  the  Vicarage  was  his  way  back  to  the 
inn.  He  had  come  to  our  parts,  he  told 
me,  for  the  quiet  and  retirement  as  much 
as  for  the  fishing.  He  had  noticed  me  once 
or  twice  from  the  window  of  his  room  at 
the  inn.  He  asked  if  I  was  not  the  Vicar's 
daughter. 

I  set  him  right.  I  told  him  that  the 
Vicar  had  married  my  mother's  sister,  and 
that  the  two  had  been  father  and  mother 
to  me  since  the  death  of  my  parents. 
He  asked  if  he  might  venture  to  call  on 
vol.  1.  c 
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Doctor  Starkweather  the  next  day  :  men- 
tioning the  name  of  a  friend  of  his,  with 
whom  he  believed  the  Vicar  to  be  ac- 
quainted. I  invited  him  to  visit  us,  as  if  it 
had  been  my  house  ;  I  was  spell-bound 
under  his  eyes  and  under  his  voice.  I  had 
fancied,  honestly  fancied,  myself  to  have 
been  in  love,  often  and  often  before  this  time. 
Never,  in  any  other  man's  company,  had  I 
felt  as  I  now  felt  in  the  presence  of  this 
man.  Night  seemed  to  fall  suddenly  over 
the  evening  landscape  when  he  left  me.  I 
leaned  against  the  Vicarage  gate.  I  could 
not  breathe  ;  I  could  not  think  ;  my  heart 
fluttered  as  if  it  would  fly  out  of  my  bosom 
- — and  all  this  for  a  stranger !  I  burned 
with  shame ;  but  oh,  in  spite  of  it  all,  I 
was  so  happy  ! 

And  now,  when  little  more  than  a  few 
weeks  had  passed  since  that  first  meeting, 
I  had  him  by  my  side  ;  he  was  mine  for 
life  !  I  lifted  my  head  from  his  bosom  to 
look  at  him.  I  was  like  a  child  with  a 
new  toy — I  wanted  to  make  sure  that  he 
was  really  my  own. 


THE  BRIDE'S   THOUGHTS.  19 

He  never  moved  in  his  corner  of  the 
carriage.  Was  he  deep  in  his  own  thoughts  ? 
and  were  they  thoughts  of  Me  ? 

I  laid  down  my  head  again  softly,  so 
as  not  to  disturb  him.  My  mind  wan- 
dered backward  once  more,  and  showed 
me  another  picture  in  the  golden  gallery 
of  the  past. 

The  garden  at  the  Vicarage  formed  the 
new  scene.  The  time  was  night.  We 
had  met  together  in  secret.  We  were 
walking  slowly  to  and  fro,  out  of  sight  of 
the  house  ;  now  in  the  shadowy  paths  of 
the  shrubbery,  now  in  the  lovely  moon- 
light on  the  open  lawn. 

We  had  long  since  owned  our   love, 

and    devoted    our    lives    to    each    other. 

Already  our  interests  were    one ;  already 

we  shared  the  pleasures  and  the  pains  of 

life.     I   had  gone    out  to  meet  him  that 

night  with  a  heavy  heart,  to  seek  comfort 

in  his  presence,  and  to  find  encouragement 

in   his  voice.     He  noticed  that   I   sighed 

when  he  first  took  me  in  his  arms,  and  he 

c  2 
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gently  turned  my  head  towards  the  moon- 
light, to  read  my  trouble  in  my  face. 
How  often  he  had  read  my  happiness 
there  in  the  earlier  days  of  our  love ! 

'You  bring  bad  news,  my  angel,'  he 
said,  lifting  my  hair  tenderly  from  my 
forehead  as  he  spoke.  '  I  see  the  lines 
here  which  tell  me  of  anxiety  and  distress. 
I  almost  wish  I  loved  you  less  dearly, 
Valeria.' 

'  Why  ? ' 

'  I  might  give  you  back  your  freedom. 
I  have  only  to  leave  this  place,  and  your 
uncle  would  be  satisfied,  and  you  would 
be  relieved  from  all  the  cares  that  are 
pressing  on  you  now.' 

1  Don't  speak  of  it,  Eustace  !  If  you 
want  me  to  forget  my  cares,  say  you  love 
me  more  dearly  than  ever.' 

He  said  it  in  a  kiss.  We  had  a 
moment  of  exquisite  forgetfulness  of  the 
hard  ways  of  life — a  moment  of  delicious 
absorption  in  each  other.  I  came  back  to 
realities,  fortified  and  composed,  rewarded 
for  all   that  I  had   gone  through,  ready  to 
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go  through  it  all  over  again  for  another  kiss. 
Only  give  a  woman  love,  and  there  is 
nothing  she  will  not  venture,  suffer,  and  do. 

'  Have  they  been  raising  fresh  objec- 
tions to  our  marriage  ? '  he  asked,  as  we 
slowly  walked  on  again. 

'  No  ;  they  have  done  with  objecting. 
They  have  remembered  at  last  that  I  am  of 
age,  and  that  I  can  choose  for  myself.  They 
have  been  pleading  with  me,  Eustace,  to 
give  you  up.  My  aunt,  whom  I  thought 
rather  a  hard  woman,  has  been  crying — for 
the  first  time  in  my  experience  of  her.  My 
uncle,  always  kind  and  good  to  me,  has 
been  kinder  and  better  than  ever.  He  has 
told  me  that  if  I  persist  in  becoming  your 
wife  I  shall  not  be  deserted  on  my  wed- 
ding-day. Wherever  we  may  marry  he 
will  be  there  to  read  the  service,  and  my 
aunt  will  go  to  the  church  with  me.  But 
he  entreats  me  to  consider  seriously  what 
I  am  doing — to  consent  to  a  separation 
from  you  for  a  time — to  consult  other 
people  on  my  position  towards  you,  if  I 
am    not    satisfied   with  his   opinion.     Oh, 
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my  darling,  they  are  as  anxious  to  part  us, 
as  if  you  were  the  worst,  instead  of  the 
best,  of  men  ! ' 

'  Has  anything  happened  since  yester- 
day to  increase  their  distrust  of  me  ? '  he 
asked. 

<  Yes.' 

'  What  is  it  ?  ' 

'  You  remember  referring  my  uncle  to  a 
friend  of  yours  and  of  his  ?  ' 

'  Yes.     To  Major  Fitz-David.' 

'  My  uncle  has  written  to  Major  Fitz- 
David  ? ' 

<  Why  ? ' 

He  pronounced  that  one  word  in  a 
tone  so  utterly  unlike  his  natural  tone  that 
his  voice  sounded  quite  strange  to  me. 

'  You  won't  be  angry,  Eustace,  if  I 
tell  you  ? '  I  said.  '  My  uncle,  as  I  under- 
stood him,  had  several  motives  for  writing- 
to  the  Major.  One  of  them  was  to  enquire 
if  he  knew  your  mother's  address.' 

Eustace  suddenly  stood  still. 

I  paused  at  the  same  moment,  feeling 
that  I  could  venture  no  further  without  the 
risk  of  offending  him. 
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To  speak  the  truth,  his  conduct,  when 
he  first  mentioned  our  engagement  to  my 
uncle,  had  been  (so  far  as  appearances 
went)  a  little  flighty  and  strange.  The 
Vicar  had  naturally  questioned  him  about 
his  family.  He  had  answered  that  his  father 
was  dead  ;  and  he  had  consented,  though 
not  very  readily,  to  announce  his  contem- 
plated marriage  to  his  mother.  Inform- 
ing us  that  she  too  lived  in  the  country, 
he  had  sfone  to  see  her — without  more 
particularly  mentioning  her  address.  In 
two  days  he  had  returned  to  the  Vicarage 
with  a  very  startling  message.  His 
mother  intended  no  disrespect  to  me  or 
my  relatives  ;  but  she  disapproved  so 
absolutely  of  her  son's  marriage  that  she 
(and  the  members  of  her  family,  who  all 
agreed  with  her)  would  refuse  to  be 
present  at  the  ceremony,  if  Mr.  Woodville 
persisted  in  keeping  his  engagement  with 
Doctor  Starkweather's  niece.  Being  asked 
to  explain  this  extraordinary  communica- 
tion, Eustace  had  told  us  that  his  mother 
and  his  sisters  were  bent  on  his  marrying 
another  lady,  and  that  they  were  bitterly 
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mortified  and  disappointed  by  his  choosing 
a  stranger  to  the  family.  This  explanation 
was  enough  for  me  ;  it  implied,  so  far  as 
I  was  concerned,  a  compliment  to  my 
superior  influence  over  Eustace,  which  a 
woman  always  receives  with  pleasure. 
But  it  failed  to  satisfy  my  uncle  and  my 
aunt.  The  Vicar  expressed  to  Mr.  Wood- 
ville  a  wish  to  write  to  his  mother,  or  to 
see  her,  on  the  subject  of  her  strange 
message.  Eustace  obstinately  declined  to 
mention  his  mother's  address,  on  the 
ground  that  the  Vicar's  interference  would 
be  utterly  useless.  My  uncle  at  once 
drew  the  conclusion  that  the  mystery  about 
the  address  indicated  something  wrong. 
He  refused  to  favour  Mr.  Woodville's 
renewed  proposal  for  my  hand  ;  and  he 
wrote  the  same  day  to  make  enquiries  of 
Mr.  Woodville's  reference,  and  of  his  own 
friend — Major  Fitz-David. 

Under  such  circumstances  as  these, 
to  speak  of  my  uncle's  motives  was  to 
venture  on  very  delicate  ground.  Eustace 
relieved    me   from  further  embarrassment 
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by  asking  a  question  to  which  I  could 
easily  reply. 

'  Has  your  uncle  received  any  answer 
from  Major  Fitz-David  ? '  he  enquired. 

<  Yes.' 

'  Were  you  allowed  to  read  it  ? '  His 
voice  sank  as  he  said  those  words ;  his 
face  betrayed  a  sudden  anxiety  which  it 
pained  me  to  see. 

'  I  have  got  the  answer  with  me  to  show 
you,'  I  said. 

He  almost  snatched  the  letter  out  of  my 
hand  ;  he  turned  his  back  on  me  to  read 
it  by  the  light  of  the  moon.  The  letter 
was  short  enough  to  be  soon  read.  I 
could  have  repeated  it  at  the  time.  I  can 
repeat  it  now. 

'  Dear  Vicar, — Mr.  Eustace  Woodville 
is  quite  correct  in  stating  to  you  that  he 
is  a  gentleman  by  birth  and  position,  and 
that  he  inherits  (under  his  deceased 
father's  will)  an  independent  fortune  of  two 
thousand  a  year. 

'  Always  yours, 

'  Lawrence  Fitz-David.' 
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'  Can  anyone  wish  for  a  plainer  answer 
than  that  ? '  Eustace  asked,  handing  the 
letter  back  to  me. 

'  If  /  had  written  for  information  about 
you,'  I  answered,  '  it  would  have  been  plain 
enough  for  me.' 

'  Is  it  not  plain  enough  for  your  uncle  ? ' 

'No.' 

'  What  does  he  say  ? ' 

'  Why  need  you  care  to  know,  my 
darling  ? ' 

'  I  want  to  know,  Valeria.  There  must 
be  no  secret  between  us  in  this  matter. 
Did  your  uncle  say  anything  when  he 
showed  you  the  Major's  letter  ? ' 

<  Yes.' 

'  What  was  it  ? ' 

'  My  uncle  told  me  that  his  letter  of 
enquiry  filled  three  pages,  and  he  bade 
me  observe  that  the  Major's  answer 
contained  one  sentence  only.  He  said, 
"  I  volunteered  to  go  to  Major  Fitz-  David 
and  talk  the  matter  over.  You  see,  he 
takes  no  notice  of  my  proposal.  I  asked 
him  for   the  address    of   Mr.  Woodville's 
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mother.  He  passes  over  my  request,  as  he 
has  passed  over  my  proposal — he  stu- 
diously confines  himself  to  the  shortest 
possible  statement  of  bare  facts.  Use  your 
own  common  sense,  Valeria.  Isn't  this 
rudeness  rather  remarkable  on  the  part  of  a 
man  who  is  a  gentleman  by  birth  and  breed- 
ing, and  who  is  also  a  friend  of  mine  ?  "  ' 

Eustace  stopped   me  there. 

'  Did  you  answer  your  uncle's  question  ?' 
he  asked. 

'  No,'  I  replied.  '  I  only  said  that  I 
did  not  understand  the  Major's  conduct.' 

'  And  what  did  your  uncle  say  next  ? 
If  you  love  me,  Valeria,  tell  me  the  truth.' 

'  He  used  very  strong  language, 
Eustace.  He  is  an  old  man  ;  you  must 
not  be  offended  with  him.' 

'  I  am  not  offended.  What  did  he 
say  ?  ' 

'  He  said,  "Mark  my  words  !  There  is 
something  under  the  surface  in  connection 
with  Mr.  Woodville,  or  with  his  family, 
to  which  Major  Fitz-David  is  not  at  liberty 
to  allude.      Properly  interpreted,   Valeria, 
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that  letter  is  a  warning.     Show   it  to   Mr. 
Woodville,  and  tell  him  (if  you  like)  what 

I  have  just  told  you 

Eustace  stopped  me  again. 
'  You   are  sure  your  uncle  said  those 
words  ? '     he    asked,     scanning    my    face 
attentively  in  the  moonlight. 

'  Quite  sure.  But  I  don't  say  what  my 
uncle  says.      Pray  don't  think  that ! ' 

He  suddenly  pressed  me  to  his  bosom, 
and  fixed  his  eyes  on  mine.  His  look 
frightened  me. 

'  <  Good  bye,  Valeria  ! '  he  said.  '  Try 
and  think  kindly  of  me,  my  darling,  when 
you  are  married  to  some  happier  man.' 

He  attempted  to  leave  me.  I  clung  to 
him  in  an  agony  of  terror  that  shook  me 
from  head  to  foot. 

'  What  do  you  mean  ? '  I  asked,  as 
soon  as  I  could  speak.  '  I  am  yours  and 
yours  only-  What  have  I  said,  what  have 
I  done,  to  deserve  those  dreadful  words  ? ' 
'  We  must  part,  my  angel,'  he  answered, 
sadly.  '  The  fault  is  none  of  yours  ;  the 
misfortune    is    all     mine.      My     Valeria! 
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how  can  you  marry  a  man  who  is  an  object 
of  suspicion  to  your  nearest  and  dearest 
friends  ?  I  have  led  a  dreary  life.  I  have 
never  found  in  any  other  woman  the 
sympathy  with  me,  the  sweet  comfort  and 
companionship,  that  I  find  in  you.  Oh, 
it  is  hard  to  lose  you  !  it  is  hard  to  go 
back  again  to  my  unfriended  life  !  I  must 
make  the  sacrifice,  love,  for  your  sake. 
I  know  no  more  why  that  letter  is  what 
it  is  than  you  do.  Will  your  uncle  believe 
me  ?  Will  your  friends  believe  me  ?  One 
last  kiss,  Valeria !  Forgive  me  for  having 
loved  you — passionately,  devotedly  loved 
you.      Forgive  me — and  let  me  go  ! ' 

I  held  him  desperately,  recklessly. 
His  eyes  put  me  beside  myself;  his  words 
filled  me  with  a  frenzy  of  despair. 

'  Go  where  you  may,'  I  said,  '  I  go  with 
you!  Friends — reputation- — I  care  nothing 
who  I  lose,  or  what  I  lose.  Oh,  Eustace, 
I  am  only  a  woman — don't  madden  me  ! 
I  can't  live  without  you.  I  must  and  will 
be  your  wife  ! '  Those  wild  words  were  all 
I  could  say  before  the  misery  and  madness 
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in  me  forced  their  way  outward  in  a  burst 
of  sobs  and  tears. 

He  yielded.  He  soothed  me  with  his 
charming  voice  ;  he  brought  me  back  to 
myself  with  his  tender  caresses.  He  called 
the  bright  heaven  above  us  to  witness  that 
he  devoted  his  whole  life  to  me.  He 
vowed — oh,  in  such  solemn,  such  eloquent 
words  ! — that  his  one  thought,  night  and 
day,  should  be  to  prove  himself  worthy  of 
such  love  as  mine.  And  had  he  not  nobly 
redeemed  the  pledge  ?  Had  not  the 
betrothal  of  that  memorable  night  been 
followed  by  the  betrothal  at  the  altar, 
by  the  vows  before  God  ?  Ah,  what  a 
life  was  before  me  !  What  more  than  mortal 
happiness  was  mine  ! 

Again,  I  lifted  my  head  from  his 
bosom  to  taste  the  dear  delight  of  seeing 
him  by  my  side — my  life,  my  love,  my 
husband,  my  own  ! 

Hardly  awakened  yet  from  the  absorb- 
ing memories  of  the  past  to  the  sweet 
realities  of  the  present,  I  let  my  cheek 
touch    his    cheek,    I    whispered    to    him 
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softly,  '  Oh,  how  I  love  you  !  how  I  love 
you ! ' 

The  next  instant  I  started  back  from 
him.  My  heart  stood  still.  I  put  my 
hand  up  to  my  face.  What  did  I  feel  on 
my  cheek  ?  (/  had  not  been  weeping — 
I  was  too  happy.)  What  did  I  feel  on 
my  cheek  ?     A  tear  ! 

His  face  was  still  averted  from  me.  I 
turned  it  towards  me,  with  my  own  hands, 
by  main  force. 

I  looked  at  him — and  saw  my  husband, 
on  our  wedding-day,  with  his  eyes  full  of 
tears. 
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CHAPTER    III. 


RAMSGATE      SANDS. 


Eustace  succeeded  in  quieting  my  alarm. 
But  I  can  hardly  say  that  he  succeeded  in 
satisfying  my  mind  as  well. 

He  had  been  thinking,  he  told  me,  of 
the  contrast  between  his  past  and  his 
present  life.  Bitter  remembrances  of  the 
years  that  had  gone  had  risen  in  his 
memory,  and  had  filled  him  with  melan- 
choly misgivings  of  his  capacity  to  make 
my  life  with  him  a  happy  one.  He  had 
asked  himself  if  he  had  not  met  me  too 
late  ?  if  he  was  not  already  a  man  soured 
and  broken  by  the  disappointments  and 
disenchantments  of  the  past  ?  Doubts 
such  as  these,  weighing  more  and  more 
heavily   on  his   mind,   had  filled  his   eyes 
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with  the  tears  which  I  had  discovered — 
tears  which  he  now  entreated  me,  by  my 
love  for  him,  to  dismiss  from  my  memory 
for  ever. 

I  forgave  him,  comforted  him,  revived 
him — but  there  were  moments  when  the 
remembrance  of  what  I  had  seen  troubled 
me  in  secret,  and  when  I  asked  myself  if 
I  really  possessed  my  husband's  full  con- 
fidence as  he  possessed  mine. 

We  left  the  train  at  Ramsgate. 

The  favourite  watering-place  was 
empty  ;  the  season  was  just  over.  Our 
arrangements  for  the  wedding-tour  in- 
cluded a  cruise  to  the  Mediterranean 
in  a  yacht  lent  to  Eustace  by  a  friend. 
We  were  both  fond  of  the  sea,  and  we 
were  equally  desirous,  considering  the 
circumstances  under  which  we  had 
married,  of  escaping  the  notice  of  friends 
and  acquaintances.  With  this  object  in 
view,  having  celebrated  our  marriage 
privately  in  London,  we  had  decided  on 
instructing  the  sailing-master  of  the  yacht 
to  join   us   at    Ramsgate.     At    this   port 

vol.  1.  D 
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(when  the  season  for  visitors  was  at  an 
end)  we  could  embark  far  more  privately 
than  at  the  popular  yachting  stations 
situated  in  the  Isle  of  Wight. 

Three  days  passed — days  of  delicious 
solitude,  of  exquisite  happiness,  never  to  be 
forgotten,  never  to  be  lived  over  again,  to 
the  end  of  our  lives  ! 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth 
day,  just  before  sunrise,  a  trifling  incident 
happened,  which  was  noticeable,  neverthe- 
less, as  being  strange  to  me  in  my  experi- 
ence of  myself. 

I  awoke,  suddenly  and  unaccountably, 
from  a  deep  and  dreamless  sleep,  with 
an  all-pervading  sensation  of  nervous 
uneasiness,  which  I  had  never  felt  before. 
In  the  old  days  at  the  Vicarage,  my 
capacity  as  a  sound  sleeper  had  been  the 
subject  of  many  a  little  harmless  joke. 
From  the  moment  when  my  head  was  on 
the  pillow  I  had  never  known  what  it  was 
to  wake  until  the  maid  knocked  at  my 
door.  At  all  seasons  and  times  the  long 
and  uninterrupted  repose  of  a  child  was 
the  repose  that  I  enjoyed. 
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And  now  I  had  awakened,  without 
any  assignable  cause,  hours  before  my 
usual  time.  I  tried  to  compose  myself 
to  sleep  again.  The  effort  was  useless. 
Such  a  restlessness  possessed  me  that  I 
was  not  even  able  to  lie  still  in  the  bed. 
My  husband  was  sleeping  soundly  by 
my  side.  In  the  fear  of  disturbing  him  I 
rose,  and  put  on  my  dressing-gown  and 
slippers. 

I  went  to  the  window.  The  sun  was 
just  rising  over  the  calm  grey  sea.  For  a 
while,  the  majestic  spectacle  before  me 
exercised  a  tranquillising  influence  on  the 
irritable  condition  of  my  nerves.  But, 
ere  long,  the  old  restlessness  returned 
upon  me.  I  walked  slowly  to  and  fro  in 
the  room,  until  I  was  weary  of  the 
monotony  of  the  exercise.  I  took  up  a 
book  and  laid  it  aside  again.  My  atten- 
tion wandered  ;  the  author  was  powerless 
to  recall  it.  I  got  on  my  feet  once  more, 
and  looked  at  Eustace,  and  admired  him 
and  loved  him  in  his  tranquil  sleep.  I 
went  back  to  the  window,  and  wearied  of 
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the  beautiful  morning.  I  sat  down  before 
the  glass,  and  looked  at  myself.  How 
haggard  and  worn  I  was  already,  through 
waking  before  my  usual  time !  I  rose 
again,  not  knowing"  what  to  do  next. 
The  confinement  to  the  four  walls  of  the 
room  began  to  be  intolerable  to  me.  I 
opened  the  door  that  led  into  my  husband's 
dressing-room  ;  and  entered  it,  to  try  if  the 
change  would  relieve  me. 

The  first  object  that  I  noticed  was  his 
dressing-case,  open  on  the  toilette  table. 

I  took  out  the  bottles  and  pots  and 
brushes  and  combs,  the  knives  and  scissors 
in  one  compartment,  the  writing  materials 
in  another.  I  smelt  the  perfumes  and 
pomatums ;  I  busily  cleaned  and  dusted 
the  bottles  with  my  handkerchief  as  I  took 
them  out.  Little  by  little  I  completely 
emptied  the  dressing-case.  It  was  lined 
with  blue  velvet.  In  one  corner  I  noticed 
a  tiny  strip  of  loose  blue  silk.  Taking  it 
between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and, 
drawing  it  upward,  I  discovered  that  there 
was  a  false  bottom  to  the  case,  formino-  a 
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secret  compartment  for  letters  and  papers. 
In  my  strange  condition — capricious,  idle, 
inquisitive — it  was  an  amusement  to  me 
to  take  out  the  papers,  just  as  I  had  taken 
out  everything  else. 

I  found  some  receipted  bills,  which 
failed  to  interest  me  ;  some  letters,  which 
it  is  needless  to  say  I  laid  aside,  after  only 
looking  at  the  addresses ;  and,  under  all,  a 
photograph,  face  downwards,  with  writing 
on  the  back  of  it.  I  looked  at  the  writing, 
and  saw  these  words  : 

'  To  my  dear  son,  Eustace.' 

His  mother!  the  woman  who  had  so 
obstinately  and  so  mercilessly  opposed 
herself  to  our  marriage  ! 

I  eagerly  turned  the  photograph, 
expecting  to  see  a  woman  with  a  stern, 
ill-tempered,  forbidding  countenance.  To 
my  surprise,  the  face  showed  the  remains 
of  great  beauty  ;  the  expression,  though 
remarkably  firm,  was  yet  winning,  tender, 
and  kind.  The  grey  hair  was  arranged 
in  rows  of  little  quaint  old-fashioned  curls 
on  either  side  of  the  head,  under  a  plain 
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lace  cap.  At  one  corner  of  the  mouth 
there  was  a  mark,  apparently  a  mole, 
which  added  to  the  characteristic  peculi- 
arity of  the  face.  I  looked  and  looked, 
fixing  the  portrait  thoroughly  in  my  mind. 
This  woman,  who  had  almost  insulted  me 
and  my  relatives,  was,  beyond  all  doubt 
or  dispute,  so  far  as  appearances  went,  a 
person  possessing  unusual  attractions — a 
person  whom  it  would  be  a  pleasure  and  a 
privilege  to  know. 

I  fell  into  deep  thought.  The  dis- 
covery of  the  photograph  quieted  me  as 
nothing  had  quieted  me  yet. 

The  striking  of  a  clock  downstairs  in 
the  hall  warned  me  of  the  flight  of  time. 
I  carefully  put  back  all  the  objects  in  the 
dressing-case  (beginning  with  the  photo- 
graph) exactly  as  I  had  found  them,  and 
returned  to  the  bedroom.  As  I  looked 
at  my  husband  still  sleeping  peacefully, 
the  question  forced  itself  into  my  mind, 
What  had  made  that  genial,  gentle  mother 
of  his  so  sternly  bent  on  parting  us  ?    so 
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harshly  and  pitilessly  resolute  in  asserting 
her  disapproval  of  our  marriage  ? 

Could  I  put  my  question  openly  to 
Eustace  when  he  woke  ?  No  ;  I  was 
afraid  to  venture  that  length.  It  had 
been  tacitly  understood  between  us  that 
we  were  not  to  speak  of  his  mother — and, 
besides,  he  might  be  angry  if  he  knew  that 
I  had  opened  the  private  compartment  in 
his  dressing-case. 

After  breakfast  that  morning  we  had 
news  at  last  of  the  yacht.  The  vessel  was 
safely  moored  in  the  inner  harbour,  and 
the  sailing-master  was  waiting  to  receive 
my  husband's  orders  on  board. 

Eustace  hesitated  at  asking  me  to 
accompany  him  to  the  yacht.  It  would 
be  necessary  for  him  to  examine  the 
inventory  of  the  vessel,  and  to  decide 
questions,  not  very  interesting  to  a  woman, 
relating  to  charts  and  barometers,  pro- 
visions and  water.  He  asked  me  if  I 
would  wait  for  his  return.     The  day  was 
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enticingly  beautiful,  and  the  tide  was  on 
the  ebb.  I  pleaded  for  a  walk  on  the 
sands  ;  and  the  landlady  at  our  lodgings, 
who  happened  to  be  in  the  room  at  the 
time,  volunteered  to  accompany  me  and 
take  care  of  me.  It  was  agreed  that  we 
should  walk  as  far  as  we  felt  inclined,  in  the 
direction  of  Broadstairs,  and  that  Eustace 
should  follow  and  meet  us  on  the  sands, 
after  having  completed  his  arrangements 
on  board  the  yacht. 

In  half  an  hour  more,  the  landlady 
and  I  were  out  on  the  beach. 

The  scene  on  that  fine  autumn  morn- 
ing was  nothing  less  than  enchanting. 
The  brisk  breeze,  the  brilliant  sky,  the 
flashing  blue  sea,  the  sun-bright  cliffs  and 
the  tawny  sands  at  their  feet,  the  gliding 
procession  of  ships  on  the  great  marine 
highway  of  the  English  Channel — it  was 
all  so  exhilarating,  it  was  all  so  delightful, 
that  I  really  believe  if  I  had  been  by  my- 
self I  could  have  danced  for  joy  like  a  child. 
The  one  drawback  to  my  happiness  was 
the  landlady's   untiring  tongue.     She  was 
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a  forward,  good-natured,  empty-headed 
woman,  who  persisted  in  talking,  whether  I 
listened  or  not ;  and  who  had  a  habit  of  per- 
petually addressing  me  as  '  Mrs.  Woodville,' 
which  I  thought  a  little  over-familiar  as  an 
assertion  of  equality  from  a  person  in  her 
position  to  a  person  in  mine. 

We  had  been  out,  I  should  think,  more 
than  half-an-hour  when  we  overtook  a  lady 
walking  before  us  on  the  beach. 

Just  as  we  were  about  to  pass  the 
stranger  she  took  her  handkerchief  from 
her  pocket,  and  accidentally  drew  out  with 
it  a  letter  which  fell,  unnoticed  by  her,  on 
the  sand.  I  was  nearest  to  the  letter, 
and  I  picked  it  up  and  offered  it  to  the  lady. 
The  instant  she  turned  to  thank  me,  I 
stood  rooted  to  the  spot.  There  was  the 
original  of  the  photographic  portrait  in 
the  dressing-case  !  there  was  my  husband's 
mother,  standing  face  to  face  with  me  !  I 
recognised  the  quaint  little  grey  curls,  the 
gentle  genial  expression,  the  mole  at  the 
corner  of  the  mouth.  No  mistake  was 
possible.     His  mother  herself! 
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The  old  lady,  naturally  enough,  mis- 
took my  confusion  for  shyness.  With 
perfect  tact  and  kindness  she  entered  into 
conversation  with  me.  In  another  minute 
I  was  walking  side  by  side  with  the  woman 
who  had  sternly  repudiated  me  as  a  mem- 
ber of  her  family  ;  feeling,  I  own,  terribly 
discomposed,  and  not  knowing  in  the  least 
whether  I  ought,  or  ought  not,  to  assume 
the  responsibility,  in  my  husband's  absence, 
of  telling  her  who  I  was. 

In  another  minute  my  familiar  landlady,' 
walking  on  the  other  side  of  my  mother-in- 
law,  decided  the  question  for  me.  I  hap- 
pened to  say  that  I  supposed  we  must  by 
that  time  be  near  the  end  of  our  walk — 
the  little  watering-place  called  Broadstairs. 
'  Oh,  no,  Mrs.  Woodville ! '  cried  the  irre- 
pressible woman,  calling  me  by  my  name, 
as  usual  ;  '  nothing  like  so  near  as  you 
think ! ' 

I  looked  with  a  beating  heart  at  the  old 
lady. 

To  my  unutterable  amazement,  not 
the  faintest  gleam  of  recognition  appeared 
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in  her  face.  Old  Mrs.  Woodville  went  on 
talking  to  young  Mrs.  Woodville  just  as 
composedly  as  if  she  had  never  heard  her 
own  name  before  in  her  life  ! 

My  face  and  manner  must  have 
betrayed  something  of  the  agitation  that 
I  was  suffering.  Happening  to  look  at 
me  at  the  end  of  her  next  sentence,  the 
old  lady  started,  and  said  in  her  kindly 
way, 

'  I  am  afraid  you  have  over-exerted 
yourself.  You  are  very  pale — you  are 
looking  quite  exhausted.  Come  and  sit 
down  here ;  let  me  lend  you  my  smelling- 
bottle.' 

I  followed  her,  quite  helplessly,  to  the 
base  of  the  cliff.  Some  fallen  fragments 
of  chalk  offered  us  a  seat.  I  vaguely 
heard  the  voluble  landlady's  expressions  of 
sympathy  and  regret ;  I  mechanically  took 
the  smelling-bottle  which  my  husband's 
mother  offered  to  me,  after  hearing  my 
name,  as  an  act  of  kindness  to  a  stranger. 

If  I  had  only  had  myself  to  think  of, 
I  believe  I  should  have  provoked  an  ex- 
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planation  on  the  spot.  But  I  had  Eustace 
to  think  of.  I  was  entirely  ignorant  of  the 
relations,  hostile  or  friendly,  which  existed 
between  his  mother  and  himself.  What 
could  I  do  ? 

In  the  mean  time,  the  old  lady  was 
still  speaking  to  me  with  the  most  con- 
siderate sympathy.  She  too  was  fatigued, 
she  said.  She  had  passed  a  weary  night 
at  the  bedside  of  a  near  relative,  staying 
at  Ramsgate.  Only  the  day  before,  she 
had  received  a  telegram  announcing  that 
one  of  her  sisters  was  seriously  ill.  She 
was  herself,  thank  God,  still  active  and 
strong  ;  and  she  had  thought  it  her  duty 
to  start  at  once  for  Ramsgate.  Towards 
the  morning  the  state  of  the  patient  had 
improved.  '  The  doctor  assures  me, 
ma'am,  that  there  is  no  immediate  danger; 
and  I  thought  it  might  revive  me,  after 
my  long  night  at  the  bedside,  if  I  took  a 
little  walk  on  the  beach.' 

I  heard  the  words — I  understood  what 
they  meant — but  I  was  still  too  bewildered 
and  too  intimidated  by  my  extraordinary 
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position  to  be  able  to  continue  the  con- 
versation. The  landlady  had  a  sensible 
suggestion  to  make  ;  the  landlady  was  the 
next  person  who  spoke. 

'  Here  is  a  gentleman  coming,'  she  said 
to  me,  pointing  in  the  direction  of  Rams- 
Sfate.  '  You  can  never  walk  back.  Shall 
we  ask  him  to  send  a  chaise  from  Broad- 
stairs  to  the  gap  in  the  cliff  ? ' 

The  gentleman  advanced  a  little  nearer. 

The  landlady  and  I  recognised  him 
at  the  same  moment.  It  was  Eustace 
coming  to  meet  us,  as  we  had  arranged. 
The  irrepressible  landlady  gave  the  freest 
expression  to  her  feelings.  '  Oh,  Mrs. 
Woodville,  ain't  it  lucky  ?  here  is  Mr. 
Woodville  himself  ! ' 

Once  more  I  looked  at  my  mother-in- 
law.  Once  more  the  name  failed  to 
produce  the  slightest  effect  on  her.  Her 
sight  was  not  so  keen  as  ours  ;  she  had 
not  recognised  her  son  yet.  He  had 
young  eyes  like  us,  and  he  recognised  his 
mother.  For  a  moment  he  stopped  like 
a    man    thunderstruck.       Then    he    came 
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on — his  face  white  with  suppressed  emo- 
tion, his  eyes  fixed  on  his  mother. 

'  You  here  ! '  he  said  to  her. 

'  How  do  you  do,  Eustace  ? '  she 
quietly  rejoined.  '  Have  yoti  heard  of 
your  aunt's  illness,  too  ?  Did  you  know  she 
was  staying  at  Ramsgate  ? ' 

He  made  no  answer.  The  landlady, 
drawing  the  inevitable  inference  from  the 
words  that  she  had  just  heard,  looked  from 
me  to  my  mother-in-law  in  a  state  of 
amazement,  which  paralysed  even  her 
tongue.  I  waited,  with  my  eyes  on  my 
husband,  to  see  what  he  would  do.  If  he 
had  delayed  acknowledging  me  another 
moment,  the  whole  future  course  of  my 
life  might  have  been  altered — I  should 
have  despised  him. 

He  did  not  delay.  He  came  to  my 
side  and  took  my  hand. 

'  Do  you  know  who  this  is  ? '  he  said 
to  his  mother. 

She  answered,  looking  at  me  with  a 
courteous  bend  of  her  head  : 

'  A  lady  I  met  on  the  beach,  Eustace, 
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who  kindly  restored  to  me  a  letter  that  I 
dropped.  I  think  I  heard  the  name  '  (she 
turned  to  the  landlady)  :  '  Mrs.  Woodville, 
was  it  not  ?  ' 

My  husband's  fingers  unconsciously 
closed  on  my  hand  with  a  grasp  that  hurt 
me.  He  set  his  mother  right,  it  is  only 
just  to  say,  without  one  cowardly  moment 
of  hesitation. 

'  Mother,'  he  said  to  her,  very  quietly, 
'  this  lady  is  my  wife.' 

She  had  hitherto  kept  her  seat.  She 
now  rose  slowly  and  faced  her  son  in 
silence.  The  first  expression  of  surprise 
passed  from  her  face.  It  was  succeeded 
by  the  most  terrible  look  of  mingled 
indignation  and  contempt  that  I  ever  saw 
in  a  woman's  eyes. 

'  I  pity  your  wife,'  she  said. 

With  those  words,  and  no  more,  lifting 
her  hand  she  waved  him  back  from  her, 
and  went  on  her  way  again,  as  we  had  first 
found  her,  alone. 
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CHAPTER   IV. 


ON    THE    WAY    HOME. 


Left  by  ourselves,  there  was  a  moment  of 
silence  amongst  us.     Eustace  spoke  first. 

'  Are  you  able  to  walk  back  ? '  he  said 
to  me.  '  Or  shall  we  go  on  to  Broadstairs, 
and  return  to  Ramsgate  by  the  railway  ? ' 

He  put  those  questions  as  composedly, 
so  far  as  his  manner  was  concerned,  as  if 
nothing  remarkable  had  happened.  But 
his  eyes  and  his  lips  betrayed  him.  They 
told  me  that  he  was  suffering  keenly  in 
secret.  The  extraordinary  scene  that  had 
just  passed,  far  from  depriving  me  of  the 
last  remains  of  my  courage,  had  strung  up 
my  nerves  and  restored  my  self-posses- 
sion. I  must  have  been  more  or  less  than 
woman    if  my  self-respect   had  not    been 


ON  THE    WAY  HOME.  49 

wounded,  if  my  curiosity  had  not  been 
wrought  to  the  highest  pitch,  by  the 
extraordinary  conduct  of  my  husband's 
mother  when  Eustace  presented  me  to 
her.  What  was  the  secret  of  her  despis- 
ing him,  and  pitying  me  ?  Where  was 
the  explanation  of  her  incomprehensible 
apathy  when  my  name  was  twice  pro- 
nounced in  her  hearing  ?  Why  had  she 
left  us,  as  if  the  bare  idea  of  remaining 
in  our  company  was  abhorrent  to  her  ? 
The  foremost  interest  of  my  life  was  now 
the  interest  of  penetrating  these  mysteries. 
Walk  ?  I  was  in  such  a  fever  of  ex- 
pectation that  I  felt  as  if  I  could  have 
walked  to  the  world's  end,  if  I  could  only 
keep  my  husband  by  my  side,  and  question 
him  on  the  way  ! 

'  I  am  quite  recovered,'  I  said.  '  Let 
us  go  back,  as  we  came,  on  foot.' 

Eustace  glanced  at  the  landlady.  The 
landlady  understood  him. 

'  I  won't  intrude  my  company  on  you 
sir,'  she  said,  sharply.  '  I  have  some 
business  to  do  at  Broadstairs — and,  now 
vol.  1.  E 
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I  am  so  near,  I  may  as  well  go  on.  Good 
morning-,  Mrs.  Woodville.' 

She  laid  a  marked  emphasis  on  my 
name  ;  and  she  added  one  significant 
look  at  parting,  which  (in  the  preoccupied 
state  of  my  mind  at  that  moment)  I 
entirely  failed  to  comprehend.  There  was 
neither  time  nor  opportunity  to  ask  her 
what  she  meant.  With  a  stiff  little  bow, 
addressed  to  Eustace,  she  left  us  as  his 
mother  had  left  us ;  taking  the  way  to 
Broadstairs,  and  walking  rapidly. 

At  last,  we  were  alone. 

I  lost  no  time  in  beginning  my  en- 
quiries ;  I  wasted  no  words  in  prefatory 
phrases.  In  the  plainest  terms,  I  put  the 
question  to  him  : 

'  What  does  your  mother's  conduct 
mean  ? ' 

Instead  of  answering,  he  burst  into  a 
fit  of  laughter — loud,  coarse,  hard  laughter, 
so  utterly  unlike  any  sound  I  had  ever  yet 
heard  issue  from  his  lips,  so  strangely  and 
shockingly  foreign  to  his  character  as  / 
understood  it,  that  I  stood  still  on  the 
sands,  and  openly  remonstrated  with  him. 
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'  Eustace  !  you  are  not  like  yourself,' 
I  said.     '  You  almost  frighten  me.' 

He  took  no  notice.  He  seemed  to  be 
pursuing  some  pleasant  train  of  thought 
just  started  in  his  mind. 

'  So  like  my  mother ! '  he  exclaimed, 
with  the  air  of  a  man  who  felt  irresist- 
ibly diverted  by  some  humorous  idea  of 
his  own.     '  Tell  me  all  about  it,  Valeria  ! ' 

'  Tell  you  ?  '  I  repeated.  '  After  what 
has  happened,  surely  it  is  your  duty  to 
enlighten  me.' 

'  You  don't  see  the  joke  ?  '  he  said. 

'  I  not  only  fail  to  see  the  joke,'  I 
rejoined,  '  I  see  something  in  your  mother's 
language  and  your  mother's  behaviour 
which  justifies  me  in  asking  you  for  a 
serious  explanation.' 

'  My  dear  Valeria  !  if  you  understood 
my  mother  as  well  as  I  do,  a  serious 
explanation  of  her  conduct  would  be  the 
last  thing  in  the  world  that  you  would 
expect  from  me.  The  idea  of  taking  my 
mother  seriously  ! '  He  burst  out  laughing 
again.  '  My  darling!  you  don't  know  how 
you  amuse  me.' 
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It  was  all  forced  ;  it  was  all  unnatural. 
He,  the  most  delicate,  the  most  refined  of 
men — a  gentleman  in  the  highest  sense  of 
the  word — was  coarse  and  loud  and  vulvar ! 
My  heart  sank  under  a  sudden  sense  of 
misgiving  which,  with  all  my  love  for  him, 
it  was  impossible  to  resist.  In  unutterable 
distress  and  alarm  I  asked  myself :  '  Is 
my  husband  beginning  to  deceive  me  ?  is 
he  acting  a  part,  and  acting  it  badly, 
before  we  have  been  married  a  week  ? ' 

I  set  myself  to  win  his  confidence  in  a 
new  way.  He  was  evidently  determined 
to  force  his  own  point  of  view  on  me.  I 
determined,  on  my  side,  to  accept  his  point 
of  view. 

'  You  tell  me  I  don't  understand  your 
mother,'  I  said,  gently.  'Will  you  help  me 
to  understand  her  ? ' 

'  It  is  not  easy  to  help  you  to  under- 
stand a  woman  who  doesn't  understand 
herself,'  he  answered.  <  But  I  will  try. 
The  key  to  my  poor  dear  mother's  charac- 
ter is,  in  one  word — Eccentricity.' 

If  he  had  picked  out  the  most  inappro- 
priate word   in   the    whole    Dictionary  to 


ON   THE    WAY  HOME.  53 

describe  the  lady  whom  I  had  met  on  the 
beach,  '  Eccentricity '  would  have  been 
that  word.  A  child  who  had  seen  what  I 
saw,  who  had  heard  what  I  heard,  would 
have  discovered  that  he  was  trifling — 
grossly,  recklessly  trifling — with  the  truth. 

'  Bear  in  mind  what  I  have  said,'  he 
proceeded ;  '  and,  if  you  want  to  under- 
stand my  mother,  do  what  I  asked  you  to 
do  a  minute  since — tell  me  all  about  it. 
How  came  you  to  speak  to  her,  to  begin 
with  ?  ' 

'  Your  mother  told  you,  Eustace.  I 
was  walking  just  behind  her,  when  she 
dropped  a  letter  by  accident ' 

'  No  accident,'  he  interposed.  '  The 
letter  was  dropped  on  purpose.' 

'  Impossible  !  '  I  exclaimed.  '  Why 
should  your  mother  drop  the  letter  on 
purpose  ? ' 

'  Use  the  key  to  her  character,  my 
dear.  Eccentricity !  My  mother's  odd 
way  of  making  acquaintance  with  you.' 

'  Making  acquaintance  with  me  ?  I 
have  just  told  you  that  I  was  walking 
behind  her.     She  could  not  have  known 
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of  the  existence  of  such  a  person  as  myself 
until  I  spoke  to  her  first.' 

'  So  you  suppose,  Valeria.' 

'  I  am  certain  of  it.' 

'  Pardon  me — you  don't  know  my 
mother  as  I  do.' 

I  began  to  lose  all  patience  with  him. 

'  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,'  I  said,  '  that 
your  mother  was  out  on  the  sands  to-day 
for  the  express  purpose  of  making  ac- 
quaintance with  Me  ? ' 

'  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  of  it,' 
he  answered,  coolly. 

'  Why  she  didn't  even  recognise  my 
name ! '  I  burst  out.  '  Twice  over,  the 
landlady  called  me  Mrs.  Woodville  in 
your  mother's  hearing — and,  twice  over,  I 
declare  to  you  on  my  word  of  honour,  it 
failed  to  produce  the  slightest  impression 
on  her.  She  looked,  and  acted,  as  if  she 
had  never  heard  her  own  name  before  in 
her  life.' 

'  "  Acted  "  is  the  right  word,'  he  said, 
just  as  composedly  as  before.  '  The 
women    on    the    stage    are    not    the    only 
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women  who  can  act.  My  mother's  object 
was  to  make  herself  thoroughly  acquainted 
with  you,  and  to  throw  you  off  your  guard 
by  speaking  in  the  character  of  a  stranger. 
It  is  so  like  her  to  take  that  roundabout 
way  of  satisfying  her  curiosity  about  a 
daughter-in-law  whom  she  disapproves  of! 
If  I  had  not  joined  you  when  I  did,  you 
would  have  been  examined  and  cross-ex- 
amined about  yourself  and  about  me  ;  and 
you  would  innocently  have  answered  under 
the  impression  that  you  were  speaking  to 
a  chance  acquaintance.  There  is  my 
mother  all  over  !  She  is  your  enemy, 
remember — not  your  friend  :  she  is  not  in 
search  of  your  merits  but  of  your  faults. 
And  you  wonder  why  no  impression  was 
produced  on  her  when  she  heard  you 
addressed  by  your  name  !  Poor  innocent ! 
I  can  tell  you  this — you  only  discovered 
my  mother  in  her  own  character,  when  I 
put  an  end  to  the  mystification  by  present- 
ing you  to  each  other.  You  saw  how 
angry  she  was  ;  and  now  you  know  why.' 
I  let  him  go  on  without  saying  a  word. 
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I  listened — oh,  with  such  a  heavy  heart ! 
with  such  a  crushing  sense  of  disenchant- 
ment  and  despair !  The  idol  of  my 
worship  ;  the  companion,  guide,  protector 
of  my  life — had  he  fallen  so  low  ?  could 
he  stoop  to  such  shameless  prevarication 
as  this  ? 

Was  there  one  word  of  truth  in  all 
that  he  had  said  to  me  ?  Yes  !  If  I  had 
not  discovered  his  mother's  portrait,  it  was 
certainly  true  that  I  should  not  have  known, 
not  even  vaguely  suspected,  who  she  really 
was.  Apart  from  this,  the  rest  was  lying ; 
clumsy  lying  which  said  one  thing  at  least 
for  him,  that  he  was  not  accustomed  to 
falsehood  and  deceit.  Good  Heavens — 
if  my  husband  was  to  be  believed,  his 
mother  must  have  tracked  us  to  London  ; 
tracked  us  to  the  church  ;  tracked  us  to 
the  railway  station  ;  tracked  us  to  Rams- 
gate  !  To  assert  that  she  knew  me  by 
sight  as  the  wife  of  Eustace,  and  that  she 
had  waited  on  the  sands,  and  dropped  her 
letter  for  the  express  purpose  of  making 
acquaintance  with   me,  was  also   to  assert 


ON   THE    U'A  Y  HOME.  57 

every  one  of  these  monstrous  improba- 
bilities to  be  facts  that  had  actually 
happened ! 

I  could  say  no  more.  I  walked  by  his 
side  in  silence,  feeling  the  miserable  con- 
viction  that  there  was  an  abyss  in  the 
shape  of  a  family  secret  between  my 
husband  and  me.  In  the  spirit,  if  not  in 
the  body,  we  were  separated — after  a 
married  life  of  barely  four  days  ! 

'Valeria,'  he  asked,  'have  you  nothing 
to  say  to  me  ? ' 

'  Nothing.' 

'  Are  you  not  satisfied  with  my  ex- 
planation ? ' 

I  detected  a  slight  tremor  in  his  voice 
as  he  put  that  question.  The  tone  was, 
for  the  first  time  since  we  had  spoken 
together,  a  tone  that  my  experience 
associated  with  him  in  certain  moods  of 
his  which  I  had  already  learnt  to  know 
well.  Among  the  hundred  thousand 
mysterious  influences  which  a  man  exer- 
cises over  the  woman  who  loves  him,  I 
doubt   if  there  is   any  more  irresistible  to 
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her  than  the  influence  of  his  voice.  I  am 
not  one  of  those  women  who  shed  tears  on 
the  smallest  provocation  :  it  is  not  in  my 
temperament,  I  suppose.  But  when  I 
heard  that  little  natural  change  in  his  tone, 
my  mind  went  back  ( I  can't  say  why)  to 
the  happy  day  when  I  first  owned  that  I 
loved  him.     I  burst  out  crying. 

He  suddenly  stood  still,  and  took  me 
by  the  hand.      He  tried  to  look  at  me. 

I  kept  my  head  down  and  my  eyes  on 
the  ground.  I  was  ashamed  of  my  weak- 
ness and  my  want  of  spirit.  I  was  deter- 
mined not  to  look  at  him. 

In  the  silence  that  followed,  he  sud- 
denly dropped  on  his  knees  at  my  feet, 
with  a  cry  of  despair  that  cut  through  me 
like  a  knife. 

'  Valeria  !  I  am  vile — I  am  false — I 
am  unworthy  of  you.  Don't  believe  a 
word  of  what  I  have  been  saying — lies, 
lies,  cowardly  contemptible  lies !  You 
don't  know  what  I  have  gone  through  ;  you 
don't  know  how  I  have  been  tortured. 
Oh,  my  darling,   try   not  to  despise  me ! 
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I  must  have  been  beside  myself  when    I 
spoke  to  you  as  I  did.     You  looked  hurt ; 
you  looked  offended ;  I  didn't  know  what 
to   do.      I    wanted   to   spare   you  even   a 
moment's  pain — I  wanted  to  hush  it  up, 
and  have   done  with  it.      For  God's  sake 
don't  ask  me  to  tell  you  any  more  !     My 
love  !  my   angel !    it's  something  between 
my  mother  and  me  ;  it's  nothing  that  need 
disturb  you,  it's  nothing  to  anybody  now. 
I  love  you,  I  adore  you  ;  my  whole  heart 
and   soul   are   yours.       Be   satisfied   with 
that.     Forget  what  has  happened.      You 
shall    never  see    my    mother   again.     We 
will  leave  this  place  to-morrow.     We  will 
go   away   in  the  yacht.     Does    it   matter 
where  we  live,  so  long  as  we  live  for  each 
other?  Forgive  and  forget!  Oh,  Valeria, 
Valeria,  forgive  and  forget ! ' 

Unutterable  misery  was  in  his  face  ; 
unutterable  misery  was  in  his  voice. 
Remember  this.  And  remember  that  I 
loved  him. 

'  It  is  easy  to  forgive,'  I  said,  sadly.  '  For 
your  sake,  Eustace,  I  will  try  to  forget.' 
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I  raised  him  gently  as  I  spoke.  He 
kissed  my  hands,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who 
was  too  humble  to  venture  on  any  more 
familiar  expression  of  his  gratitude  than 
that.  The  sense  of  embarrassment  be- 
tween us,  as  we  slowly  walked  on  again, 
was  so  unendurable  that  I  actually  cast 
about  in  my  mind  for  a  subject  of  con- 
versation as  if  I  had  been  in  the  company 
of  a  stranger  !  In  mercy  to  him,  I  asked 
him  to  tell  me  about  the  yacht. 

He  seized  on  the  subject  as  a  drown- 
ing man  seizes  on  the  hand  that  rescues 
him. 

On  that  one  poor  little  topic  of  the 
yacht,  he  talked,  talked,  talked,  as  if  his 
life  depended  upon  his  not  being  silent  for 
an  instant  on  the  rest  of  the  way  back. 
To  me,  it  was  dreadful  to  hear  him.  I 
could  estimate  what  he  was  suffering,  by 
the  violence  which  he — ordinarily  a  silent 
and  thoughtful  man — was  now  doing  to 
his  true  nature  and  to  the  prejudices  and 
habits  of  his  life.  With  the  greatest 
difficulty     I     preserved     my     self-control, 
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until  we  reached  the  door  of  our  lodgings. 
There,  I  was  obliged  to  plead  fatigue,  and 
ask  him  to  let  me  rest  for  a  little  while  in 
the  solitude  of  my  own  room. 

'  Shall  we  sail  to-morrow  ? '  he  called 
after  me  suddenly,  as  I  ascended  the  stairs. 
Sail  with  him  to  the  Mediterranean  the 
next  day  ?  Pass  weeks  and  weeks  abso- 
lutely alone  with  him,  in  the  narrow  limits 
of  a  vessel,  with  his  horrible  secret  parting 
us  in  sympathy  further  and  further  from 
each  other  day  by  day  ?  I  shuddered  at 
the  thought  of  it. 

'  To-morrow  is  rather  a  short  notice,'  I 
said.  'Will  you  give  me  a  little  longer 
time  to  prepare  for  the  voyage  ? ' 

'  Oh,  yes — take  any  time  you  like,'  he 
answered,  not  (as  I  thought)  very  willingly 
'  While  you  are  resting — there  are  still  one 
or  two  little  things  to  be  settled — I  think  I 
will  go  back  to  the  yacht.  Is  there 
anything  I  can  do  for  you,  Valeria,  before 
I  go?' 

'  Nothing — thank  you,  Eustace.' 

He    hastened    away    to    the    harbour 
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Was  he  afraid  of  his  own  thoughts,  if  he 
were  left  by  himself  in  the  house  ?  Was  the 
company  of  the  sailing-master  and  the 
steward  better  than  no  company  at  all  ? 

It  was  useless  to  ask.  What  did  I 
know  about  him  or  his  thoughts  ?  I 
locked  myself  into  my  room. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

THE    LANDLADY'S    DISCOVERY. 

I  sat  down,  and  tried  to  compose  my 
spirits.  Now,  or  never,  was  the  time  to 
decide  what  it  was  my  duty  to  my  husband 
and  my  duty  to  myself  to  do  next. 

The  effort  was  beyond  me.  Worn  out 
in  mind  and  body  alike,  I  was  perfectly 
incapable  of  pursuing  any  regular  train  of 
thought.  I  vaguely  felt — if  I  left  things 
as  they  were — that  I  could  never  hope  to 
remove  the  shadow  which  now  rested  on 
the  married  life  that  had  begun  so  brightly. 
We  might  live  together,  so  as  to  save 
appearances.  But  to  forget  what  had 
happened,  or  to  feel  satisfied  with  my  posi- 
tion, was  beyond  the  power  of  my  will. 
My  tranquillity  as  a  woman — perhaps  my 
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dearest  interests  as  a  wife — depended 
absolutely  on  penetrating  the  mystery  of 
my  mother-in-law's  conduct,  and  on  dis- 
covering the  true  meaning  of  the  wild 
words  of  penitence  and  self-reproach  which 
my  husband  had  addressed  to  me  on  our 
way  home. 

So  far  I  could  advance  towards  realising 
my  position — and  no  farther.  When  I 
asked  myself  what  was  to  be  done  next, 
hopeless  confusion,  maddening  doubt, 
filled  my  mind,  and  transformed  me  into 
the  most  listless  and  helpless  of  living 
women. 

I  gave  up  the  struggle.  In  dull, 
stupid,  obstinate  despair,  I  threw  myself 
on  my  bed,  and  fell,  from  sheer  fatigue, 
into  a  broken,  uneasy  sleep. 

I  was  awakened  by  a  knock  at  the  door 
of  my  room. 

Was  it  my  husband  ?  I  started  to  my 
feet  as  the  idea  occurred  to  me.  Was 
some  new  trial  of  my  patience  and  my  for- 
titude at  hand  ?  Half  nervously,  half  irri- 
tably, I  asked  who  was  there. 
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The  landlady's  voice  answered  me. 

'  Can  I  speak  to  you  for  a  moment,  if 
you  please  ? ' 

I  opened  the  door.  There  is  no  dis- 
guising it — though  I  loved  him  so  dearly  ; 
though  I  had  left  home  and  friends  for  his 
sake — it  was  a  relief  to  me,  at  that  miser- 
able time,  to  know  that  Eustace  had  not 
returned  to  the  house. 

The  landlady  came  in,  and  took  a  seat, 
without  waiting  to  be  invited,  close  by  my 
side.  She  was  no  longer  satisfied  with 
merely  asserting  herself  as  my  equal. 
Ascending  another  step  on  the  social 
ladder,  she  took  her  stand  on  the  platform 
of  patronage,  and  charitably  looked  down 
on  me  as  an  object  of  pity. 

'  I  have  just  returned  from  Broadstairs,' 
she  began.  '  I  hope  you  will  do  me  the 
justice  to  believe  that  I  sincerely  regret 
what  has  happened  ?' 

I  bowed,  and  said  nothing. 

'  As  a  gentlewoman  myself,'  proceeded 
the  landlady — '  reduced  by  family  misfor- 
tunes to  let   lodgings,   but  still  a  gentle- 

VOL.  I.  F 
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woman — I  feel  sincere  sympathy  with  you. 
I   will   even  go   further  than  that.      I  will 
take  it  on  myself  to  say  that  I  don't  blame 
you.     No,  no.      I  noticed  that  you  were  as 
much  shocked  and  surprised  at  your  mother- 
in-law's    conduct    as     I    was ;  and  that  is 
saying  a  great  deal,  a  great  deal  indeed. 
However,  I  have  a  duty  to  perform.      It  is 
disagreeable,    but  it  is  not  the  less  a  duty 
on  that  account.      I   am  a  single  woman  ; 
not  from  want  of  opportunities  of  chang- 
ing my  condition — I  beg  you  will  under- 
stand that — but  from  choice.     Situated  as 
I  am,  I  receive  only  the   most  respectable 
persons   into  my   house.     There  must  be 
no    mystery    about    the   positions    of  my 
lodgers.      Mystery    in    the    position    of  a 
lodger  carries  with  it  — what  shall   I  say  ? 
I  don't  wish  to  offend  you — I  will  say,  a 
certain  Taint.     Very  well.     Now  I  put  it 
to  your  own  common  sense.     Can  a  person 
in    my    position    be    expected    to    expose 
herself  to — Taint  ?     I  make  these  remarks 
in   a  sisterly  and   Christian   spirit.      As  a 
lady  yourself  (I  will  even  go  the  length  of 
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saying  a  cruelly-used  lady)  you  will,  I  am 
sure,  understand ' 

I  could  endure  it  no  longer.  I  stopped 
her  there. 

'  I  understand,'  I  said,  '  that  you  wish 
to  give  us  notice  to  quit  your  lodgings. 
When  do  you  want  us  to  go  ? ' 

The  landlady  held  up  a  long,  lean,  red 
hand,  in  sorrowful  and  sisterly  protest. 

'  No,'  she  said.  '  Not  that  tone !  not 
those  looks !  It's  natural  you  should  be 
annoyed  ;  it's  natural  you  should  be  angry. 
But  do — now  do  please  try  and  control 
yourself.  I  put  it  to  your  own  common 
sense  (we  will  say  a  week  for  the  notice  to 
quit) — why  not  treat  me  like  a  friend  ? 
You  don't  know  what  a  sacrifice,  what  a 
cruel  sacrifice,  I  have  made — entirely  for 
your  sake.' 

'  You  ! '  I  exclaimed.  '  What  sacri- 
fice ? ' 

'  What  sacrifice  ?  'repeated  the  landlady. 
'  I  have  degraded  myself  as  a  gentle- 
woman. I  have  forfeited  my  own  self- 
respect'     She  paused  for  a  moment,  and 
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suddenly  seized  me  by  the  hand,  in  a 
perfect  frenzy  of  friendship.  '  Oh,  my 
poor  dear,'  cried  this  intolerable  person, 
'  I  have  discovered  everything  !  A  villain 
has  deceived  you.  You  are  no  more 
married  than  I  am  ! ' 

I  snatched  my  hand  out  of  hers,  and 
rose  angrily  from  my  chair. 

'  Are  you  mad  ? '  I  asked. 

The  landlady  raised  her  eyes  to  the 
ceiling,  with  the  air  of  a  person  who  had 
deserved  martyrdom,  and  who  submitted  to 
it  cheerfully. 

'  Yes,'  she  said.  '  I  begin  to  think  I 
am  mad — mad  to  have  devoted  myself 
to  an  ungrateful  woman,  to  a  person  who 
doesn't  appreciate  a  sisterly  and  Christian 
sacrifice  of  self.  Well  !  I  won't  do  it 
again.  Heaven  forgive  me — I  won't  do  it 
again  ! ' 

'  Do  what  again  ? '   I  asked. 

'  Follow  your  mother-in-law,'  cried 
the  landlady,  suddenly  dropping  the  cha- 
racter of  a  martyr,  and  assuming  the 
character  of  a  vixen  in  its  place.     '  I  blush 
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when  I  think  of  it.  I  followed  that  most 
respectable  person  every  step  of  the  way  to 
her  own  door.' 

Thus  far,  my  pride  had  held  me  up. 
It  sustained  me  no  longer.  I  dropped  back 
again  into  my  chair,  in  undisguised  dread  of 
what  was  coming  next. 

'  I  gave  you  a  look  when  I  left  you  on 
the  beach,'  pursued  the  landlady  ;  growing 
louder  and  louder,  and  redder  and  redder 
as  she  went  on.  '  A  grateful  woman 
would  have  understood  that  look.  Never 
mind  !  I  won't  do  it  again.  I  overtook 
your  mother-in-law  at  the  gap  in  the  cliff. 
I  followed  her — oh,  how  I  feel  the  disgrace 
of  it  now  ! — I  followed  her  to  the  station 
at  Broadstairs.  She  went  back  by  train 
to  Ramsgate.  /  went  back  by  train  to 
Ramsgate.  She  walked  to  her  lodgings. 
I  walked  to  her  lodgings.  Behind  her. 
Like  a  dog.  Oh,  the  disgrace  of  it  ! 
Providentially  as  I  then  thought — I  don't 
know  what  to  think  of  it  now — the 
landlord  of  the  house  happened  to  be  a 
friend   of  mine,   and   happened  to   be  at 
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home.  We  have  no  secrets  from  each 
other,  where  lodgers  are  concerned.  I 
am  in  a  position  to  tell  you,  madam,  what 
your  mother-in-law's  name  really  is.  She 
knows  nothing  about  any  such  person  as 
Mrs.  Woodville,  for  an  excellent  reason. 
Her  name  is  not  Woodville.  Her  name 
(and  consequently  her  son's  name)  is 
Macallan.  Mrs.  Macallan,  widow  of  the 
late  General  Macallan.  Yes  !  your  hus- 
band is  not  your  husband.  You  are 
neither  maid,  wife,  nor  widow.  You  are 
worse  than  nothing,  madam — and  you  leave 
my  house.' 

I  stopped  her  as  she  opened  the  door 
to  go  out.  She  had  roused  my  temper  by 
this  time.  The  doubt  that  she  had  cast  on 
my  marriage  was  more  than  mortal  resigna- 
tion could  endure. 

'  Give  me  Mrs.  Macallan's  address,' 
I  said. 

The  landlady's  anger  receded  into  the 
background,  and  the  landlady's  astonish- 
ment appeared  in  its  place. 

'  You    don't    mean    to    tell    me    you 
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are  going  to  the  old  lady  yourself  ? '  she 
said. 

'  Nobody  but  the  old  lady  can  tell  me 
what  I  want  to  know,'  I  answered.  '  Your 
discovery  (as  you  call  it)  may  be  enough 
for  you ;  it  is  not  enough  for  me.  How  do 
we  know  that  Mrs.  Macallan  may  not  have 
been  twice  married ;  and  that  her  first 
husband's  name  may  not  have  been  Wood- 
ville  ? ' 

The  landlady's  astonishment  subsided 
in  its  turn,  and  the  landlady's  curiosity 
succeeded  as  the  ruling  influence  of  the 
moment.  Substantially,  as  I  have  already 
said  of  her,  she  was  a  goodnatured  woman. 
Her  fits  of  temper  (as  is  usual  with  good- 
natured  people)  were  of  the  hot  and  the 
short-lived  sort ;  easily  roused  and  easily 
appeased. 

'  Stop  a  bit ! '  she  stipulated.  '  If  I  give 
you  the  address,  will  you  promise  to  tell  me 
everything  your  mother-in-law  says  to  you 
when  you  come  back  ?  ' 

I  gave  the  required  promise,  and  re- 
ceived the  address  in  return. 
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'  No  malice,'  said  the  landlady,  suddenly 
resuming  all  her  old  familiarity  with  me. 

'  No  malice,"  I  answered,  with  all 
possible  cordiality  on  my  side. 

In  ten  minutes  more  I  was  at  my 
mother-in-law's  lodo-incrs. 
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Fortunately  for  me,  the  landlord  did 
not  open  the  door  when  I  rang.  A  stupid 
maid-of-all-work,  who  never  thought  of 
asking  me  for  my  name,  let  me  in.  Mrs. 
Macallan  was  at  home,  and  had  no  visitors 
with  her.  Giving  me  this  information, 
the  maid  led  the  way  upstairs,  and  showed 
me  into  the  drawing-room  without  a  word 
of  announcement. 

My  mother-in-law  was  sitting  alone, 
near  a  work-table,  knitting.  The  moment 
I  appeared  in  the  doorway,  she  laid  aside 
her  work  ;  and,  rising,  signed  to  me  with  a 
commanding  gesture  of  her  hand  to  let  her 
speak  first. 

'  I  know  what  you  have  come  for,'  she 
said.       '  You    have     come    here    to    ask 
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questions.  Spare  yourself,  and  spare  me. 
I  warn  you  beforehand  that  I  will  not 
answer  any  questions  relating  to  my  son.' 

It  was  firmly,  but  not  harshly,  said.  I 
spoke  firmly  in  my  turn. 

'  I  have  not  come  here,  madam,  to  ask 
questions  about  your  son,'  I  answered. 
'  I  have  come — if  you  will  excuse  me — to 
ask  you  a  question  about  yourself.' 

She  started,  and  looked  at  me  keenly 
over  her  spectacles.  I  had  evidently  taken 
her  by  surprise. 

'  What  is  the  question  ? '  she  enquired. 

'  I  now  know  for  the  first  time,  madam, 
that  your  name  is  Macallan,'  I  said. 
'  Your  son  has  married  me  under  the  name  of 
Woodville.  The  only  honourable  explana- 
tion of  this  circumstance,  so  far  as  I  know, 
is  that  my  husband  is  your  son  by  a  first 
marriage.  The  happiness  of  my  life  is  at 
stake.  Will  you  kindly  consider  my 
position  ?  Will  you  let  me  ask  if  you  have 
been  twice  married,  and  if  the  name  of 
your  first  husband  was  Woodville  ? ' 

She  considered  a  little  before  she 
replied. 
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'  The  question  is  a  perfectly  natural  one, 
in  your  position,'  she  said.  '  But  I  think 
I  had  better  not  answer  it.' 

'  May  I  ask  why  ? ' 

'  Certainly.  If  I  answered  you,  I 
should  only  lead  to  other  questions  ;  and 
I  should  be  obliged  to  decline  replying  to 
them.  I  am  sorry  to  disappoint  you.  I 
repeat  what  I  said  on  the  beach — I  have 
no  other  feeling  than  a  feeling  of  sympathy 
towards  yon.  If  you  had  consulted  me 
before  your  marriage,  I  should  willingly 
have  admitted  you  to  my  fullest  confidence. 
It  is  now  too  late.  You  are  married.  I 
recommend  you  to  make  the  best  of  your 
position,  and  to  rest  satisfied  with  things  as 
they  are.' 

'  Pardon  me,  madam,'  I  remonstrated. 
'  As  things  are,  I  don't  know  that  I  am 
married.  All  I  know,  unless  you  enlighten 
me,  is  that  your  son  has  married  me  under 
a  name  that  is  not  his  own.  How  can  I 
be  sure  whether  I  am,  or  am  not,  his  lawful 
wife  ? ' 

'  I  believe  there  can  be  no  doubt  that 
you    are    lawfully    my   son's   wife,'    Mrs. 
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Macallan  answered.  '  At  any  rate  it  is 
easy  to  take  a  legal  opinion  on  the  subject. 
If  the  opinion  is  that  you  are  not  lawfully 
married,  my  son  (whatever  his  faults  and 
failings  may  be)  is  a  gentleman.  He  is 
incapable  of  wilfully  deceiving  a  woman 
who  loves  and  trusts  him  ;  he  will  do  you 
justice.  On  my  side,  I  will  do  you  justice 
too.  If  the  legal  opinion  is  adverse  to 
your  rightful  claims,  I  will  promise  to 
answer  any  questions  which  you  may 
choose  to  put  to  me.  As  it  is,  I  believe 
you  to  be  lawfully  my  son's  wife  ;  and  I 
say  again,  make  the  best  of  your  position. 
Be  satisfied  with  your  husband's  affectionate 
devotion  to  you.  If  you  value  your  peace 
of  mind,  and  the  happiness  of  your  life  to 
come,  abstain  from  attempting  to  know 
more  than  you  know  now.' 

She  sat  down  again  with  the  air  of  a 
woman  who  had  said  her  last  word. 

Further  remonstrance  would  be  useless 
— I  could  see  it  in  her  face  ;  I  could  hear 
it  in  her  voice.  I  turned  round  to  open  the 
drawing-room  door. 
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'  You  are  hard  on  me,  madam,'  I  said, 
at  parting.  '  I  am  at  your  mercy,  and  I 
must  submit.' 

She  suddenly  looked  up,  and  answered 
me  with  a  flush  on  her  kind  and  handsome 
old  face. 

'  As  God  is  my  witness,  child,  I  pity 
you  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart ! ' 

After  that  extraordinary  outburst  of 
feeling,  she  took  up  her  work  with  one 
hand,  and  signed  to  me  with  the  other  to 
leave  her. 

I  bowed  to  her  in  silence,  and  went 
out. 

I  had  entered  the  house,  far  from 
feeling  sure  of  the  course  I  ought  to  take 
in  the  future.  I  left  the  house,  positively 
resolved,  come  what  might  of  it,  to 
discover  the  secret  which  the  mother  and 
son  were  hiding  from  me.  As  to  the 
question  of  the  name,  I  saw  it  now  in  the 
light  in  which  I  ought  to  have  seen  it  from 
the  first.  If  Mrs.  Macallan  had  been  twice 
married  (as  I  had  rashly  chosen  to  suppose) 
she  would  certainly  have  shown  some  signs 
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of  recognition,  when  she  heard  me 
addressed  by  her  first  husband's  name. 
Where  all  else  was  mystery,  there  was  no 
mystery  here.  Whatever  his  reasons  might 
be,  Eustace  had  assuredly  married  me  under 
an  assumed  name. 

Approaching  the  door  of  our  lodgings, 
I  saw  my  husband  walking  backwards  and 
forwards  before  it,  evidently  waiting  for 
my  return.  If  he  asked  me  the  question, 
I  decided  to  tell  him  frankly  where  I  had 
been,  and  what  had  passed  between  his 
mother  and  myself. 

He  hurried  to  meet  me  with  signs  of 
disturbance  in  his  face  and  manner. 

'  I  have  a  favour  to  ask  of  you,  Valeria,' 
he  said.  '  Do  you  mind  returning  with  me 
to  London  by  the  next  train  ? ' 

I  looked  at  him.  In  the  popular 
phrase,  I  could  hardly  believe  my  own 
ears. 

'  It's  a  matter  of  business,'  he  went  on, 
'  of  no  interest  to  any  one  but  myself;  and 
it  requires  my  presence  in  London.  You 
don't  wish  to  sail  just  yet,  as  I  understand  ? 
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I  can't  leave  you  here  by  yourself.  Have 
you  any  objection  to  going  to  London  for 
a  day  or  two  ?  ' 

I  made  no  objection.  I  too  was  eager 
to  go  back. 

In  London,  I  could  obtain  the  legal 
opinion  which  would  tell  me  whether  I 
was  lawfully  married  to  Eustace  or  not. 
In  London,  I  should  be  within  reach 
of  the  help  and  advice  of  my  father's 
faithful  old  clerk.  I  could  confide  in 
Benjamin  as  I  could  confide  in  no  one  else. 
Dearly  as  I  loved  my  uncle  Starkweather, 
I  shrank  from  communicating  with  him  in 
my  present  need.  His  wife  had  told  me  that 
I  had  made  a  bad  beginning,  when  I  signed 
the  wrong  name  in  the  marriage  register. 
Shall  I  own  it  ?  My  pride  shrank  from 
acknowledging,  before  the  honeymoon 
was  over,  that  his  wife  was  right. 

In  two  hours  more  we  were  on  the 
railway  again.  Ah,  what  a  contrast  that 
second  journey  presented  to  the  first !  On 
our  way  to  Ramsgate,  everybody  could  see 
that   we   were    a    newly-wedded    couple. 
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On  our  way  to  London,  nobody  noticed  us  ; 
nobody  would  have  doubted  that  we  had 
been  married  for  years. 

We  went  to  a  private  hotel  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Portland  Place. 

After  breakfast,  the  next  morning, 
Eustace  announced  that  he  must  leave  me 
to  attend  to  his  business.  I  had  previously 
mentioned  to  him  that  I  had  some  pur- 
chases to  make  in  London.  He  was  quite 
willing  to  let  me  go  out  alone — on  the 
condition  that  I  should  take  a  carriage 
provided  by  the  hotel. 

My  heart  was  heavy  that  morning  :  I 
felt  the  unacknowledged  estrangement  that 
had  grown  up  between  us  very  keenly. 
My  husband  opened  the  door  to  go  out — 
and  came  back  to  kiss  me  before  he  left 
me  by  myself.  That  little  afterthought  of 
tenderness  touched  me.  Acting  on  the 
impulse  of  the  moment,  I  put  my  arm 
round  his  neck,  and  held  him  to  me  gently. 

'  My  darling,'  I  said,  '  give  me  all  your 
confidence.  I  know  that  you  love  me. 
Show  that  you  can  trust  me  too.' 
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He  sighed  bitterly,  and  drew  back  from 
me — in  sorrow,  not  in  anger. 

'  I  thought  we  had  agreed,  Valeria,  not 
to  return  to  that  subject  again,'- he  said. 
'  You  only  distress  yourself  and  distress 
me.' 

He  left  the  room  abruptly,  as  if  he  dare 
not  trust  himself  to  say  more.  It  is  better 
not  to  dwell  on  what  I  felt  after  this  last 
repulse.  I  ordered  the  carriage  at  once. 
I  was  eager  to  find  a  refuge  from  my  own 
thoughts  in  movement  and  change. 

I  drove  to  the  shops  first,  and  made 
the  purchases  which  I  had  mentioned  to 
Eustace  by  way  of  giving  a  reason  for 
going  out.  Then  I  devoted  myself  to  the 
object  which  I  really  had  at  heart.  I  went 
to  old  Benjamin's  little  villa,  in  the  bye- 
ways  of  St.  John's  Wood. 

As  soon  as  he  had  got  over  the  first  sur- 
prise of  seeing  me,  he  noticed  that  I  looked 
pale  and  careworn.  I  confessed  at  once 
that  I  was  in  trouble.  We  sat  down 
together  by  the  bright  fire-side  in  his  little 
library    (Benjamin,    as   far   as   his   means 
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would  allow,  was  a  great  collector  of 
books) — and  there  I  told  my  old  friend, 
frankly  and  truly,  all  that  I  have  told  here. 

He  was  too  distressed  to  say  much. 
He  fervently  pressed  my  hand  ;  he  fer- 
vently thanked  God  that  my  father  had  not 
lived  to  hear  what  he  had  heard.  Then, 
after  a  pause,  he  repeated  my  mother-in- 
law's  name  to  himself,  in  a  doubting,  ques- 
tioning tone. 

'  Macallan  ?  '  he  said.  '  Macallan  ? 
Where  have  I  heard  that  name  ?  Why 
does  it  sound  as  if  it  wasn't  strange  to 
me  ? ' 

He  gave  up  pursuing  the  lost  recollec- 
tion, and  asked,  very  earnestly,  what  he 
could  do  for  me.  I  answered  that  he 
could  help  me  in  the  first  place  to  put  an 
end  to  the  doubt — an  unendurable  doubt 
to  me— whether  I  was  lawfully  married  or 
not.  His  energy  of  the  old  days,  when  he 
had  conducted  my  father's  business,  showed 
itself  again,  the  moment  I  said  those 
words. 

'  Your  carriage  is  at  the  door,  my  dear,' 
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he  answered.     '  Come  with  me  to  my  own 
lawyer,  without  wasting  another  moment.' 
We  drove  to  Lincoln's  Inn  Fields. 
At  my  request,  Benjamin  put  my  case 
to  the  lawyer,  as   the   case  of  a  friend  in 
whom  I  was  interested.     The  answer  was 
given  without  hesitation.      I  had  married, 
honestly  believing  my  husband's  name  to 
be   the   name  under  which   I   had  known 
him.     The  witnesses  to  my  marriage — my 
uncle,  my  aunt,  and  Benjamin — had  acted, 
as    I    had    acted,    in    perfect   good    faith. 
Under  those  circumstances,   there  was  no 
doubt    about    the    law.        I    was    legally 
married.      Macallan  or  Woodville,    I   was 
his  wife. 

This  decisive  answer  relieved  me  of  a 
heavy  anxiety.  I  accepted  my  old  friend's 
invitation  to  return  with  him  to  St.  John's 
Wood,  and  to  make  my  luncheon  at  his 
early  dinner. 

On  our  way  back  I  reverted  to  the  one 
other  subject  which  was  now  uppermost  in 
my  mind.  I  reiterated  my  resolution  to 
discover   why    Eustace    had    not    married 
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me  under  the  name  that  was  really  his 
own. 

My  companion  shook  his  head,  and 
entreated  me  to  consider  well  beforehand 
what  I  proposed  doing.  His  advice  tome 
— so  strangely  do  extremes  meet ! — was 
my  mother-in-law's  advice,  repeated  almost 
word  for  word.  '  Leave  things  as  they  are, 
my  dear.  In  the  interest  of  your  own 
peace  of  mind,  be  satisfied  with  your  hus- 
band's affection.  You  know  that  you 
are  his  wife,  and  you  know  that  he  loves 
you.     Surely  that  is  enough  ?' 

I  had  but  one  answer  to  this.  Life,  on 
such  conditions  as  my  good  friend  had  just 
stated,  would  be  simply  unendurable  to 
me.  Nothing  could  alter  my  resolution — 
for  this  plain  reason,  that  nothing  could 
reconcile  me  to  living  with  my  husband 
on  the  terms  on  which  we  were  living  now. 
It  only  rested  with  Benjamin  to  say 
whether  he  would  give  a  helping  hand 
to  his  master's  daughter  or  not. 

The  old  man's  answer  was  thoroughly 
characteristic  of  him. 
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'  Mention  what  you  want  of  me,  my 
dear,'  was  all  he  said. 

We  were  then  passing  a  street  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Portman  Square.  I  was 
on  the  point  of  speaking  again,  when  the 
words  were  suspended  on  my  lips.  I  saw 
my  husband. 

He  was  just  descending  the  steps  of  a 
house — as  if  leaving  it  after  a  visit.  His 
eyes  were  on  the  ground  :  he  did  not  look 
up  when  the  carriage  passed.  As  the 
servant  closed  the  door  behind  him,  I 
noticed  that  the  number  of  the  house  was 
sixteen.  At  the  next  corner  I  saw  the 
name  of  the  street.     It  was  Vivian  Place. 

'  Do  you  happen  to  know  who  lives  at 
number  sixteen,  Vivian  Place?'  I  enquired 
of  my  companion. 

Benjamin  started.  My  question  was 
certainly  a  strange  one,  after  what  he  had 
just  said  to  me. 

'  No,'  he  replied.      '  Why  do  you  ask  ? ' 

'  I  have  just  seen  Eustace,  leaving  that 
house.' 

'  Well,  my  dear,  and  what  of  that  ? ' 
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'  My  mind  is  in  a  bad  way,  Benjamin. 
Everything  my  husband  does  that  I  don't 
understand,  rouses  my  suspicion  now.' 

Benjamin  lifted  his  withered  old  hands, 
and  let  them  drop  on  his  knees  again  in 
mute  lamentation  over  me. 

'  I  tell  you  again,'  I  went  on,  '  my  life 
is  unendurable  to  me.  I  won't  answer  for 
what  I  may  do,  if  I  am  left  much  longer 
to  live  in  doubt  of  the  one  man  on  earth 
whom  I  love.  You  have  had  experience 
of  the  world.  Suppose  you  were  shut  out 
from  Eustace's  confidence,  as  I  am  ?  Sup- 
pose you  were  as  fond  of  him  as  I  am,  and 
felt  your  position  as  bitterly  as  I  feel  it — 
what  would  you  do  ?  ' 

The  question  was  plain.  Benjamin  met 
it  with  a  plain  answer. 

'  I  think  I  should  find  my  way,  my  dear, 
to  some  intimate  friend  of  your  husband's/ 
he  said,  '  and  make  a  few  discreet  enquiries 
in  that  quarter  first.' 

Some  intimate  friend  of  my  husband's  ? 
I  considered  with  myself.  There  was  but 
one  friend   of  his   whom    I   knew  of — my 
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uncle's  correspondent,  Major  Fitz- David. 
My  heart  beat  fast  as  the  name  recurred  to 
my  memory.  Suppose  I  followed  Ben- 
jamin's advice  ?  Suppose  I  applied  to 
Major  Fitz-David  ?  Even  if  he  too  re- 
fused to  answer  my  questions,  my  position 
would  not  be  more  helpless  than  it  was 
now.  I  determined  to  make  the  attempt. 
The  only  difficulty  in  the  way,  so  far,  was 
to  discover  the  Major's  address.  I  had 
given  back  his  letter  to  Doctor  Stark- 
weather, at  my  uncle's  own  request ;  I  re- 
membered that  the  address  from  which  the 
Major  wrote  was  somewhere  in  London  ; 
and  I  remembered  no  more. 

'  Thank  you,  old  friend ;  you  have 
given  me  an  idea  already,'  I  said  to  Ben- 
jamin. '  Have  you  got  a  Directory  in  your 
house.' 

'  No,  my  dear,'  he  rejoined,  looking 
very  much  puzzled.  '  But  I  can  easily  send 
out  and  borrow  one.' 

We  returned  to  the  Villa.  The  servant 
was  sent  at  once  to  the  nearest  stationer's 
to  borrow  a  Directory.     She  returned  with 
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the  book,  just  as  we  sat  down  to  dinner. 
Searching  for  the  Major's  name,  under  the 
letter  F,  I  was  startled  by  a  new  discovery. 

'  Benjamin  ! '  I  said.  '  This  is  a  strange 
coincidence.     Look  here  ! ' 

He  looked  where  I  pointed.  Major 
Fitz-David's  address  was  Number  Sixteen, 
Vivian  Place — the  very  house  which  I  had 
seen  my  husband  leaving  as  we  passed  in 
the  carriage  ! 
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'Yes,'  said  Benjamin.  'It  is  a  coincidence 
certainly.     Still ' 

He  stopped  and  looked  at  me.  He 
seemed  a  little  doubtful  how  I  might  re- 
ceive what  he  had  it  in  his  mind  to  say  to 
me  next. 

'  Go  on,'  I  said. 

'  Still,  my  dear,  I  see  nothing  suspicious 
in  what  has  happened,'  he  resumed.  '  To 
my  mind,  it  is  quite  natural  that  your 
husband,  being  in  London,  should  pay  a 
visit  to  one  of  his  friends.  And  it's  equally 
natural  that  we  should  pass  through  Vivian 
Place,  on  our  way  back  here.  This  seems 
to  be  the  reasonable  view.  What  do  you 
say  ?' 

'  I  have  told  you  already  that  my  mind 
is  in  a  bad  way  about  Eustace,'  I  answered. 
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"I  say  there  is  some  motive  at  the  bottom 
of  his  visit  to  Major  Fitz-David.  It  is  not 
an  ordinary  call.  I  am  firmly  convinced  it 
is  not  an  ordinary  call ! ' 

'  Suppose  we  get  on  with  our  dinner  ? ' 
said  Benjamin,  resignedly.  '  Here  is  a 
loin  of  mutton,  my  dear — an  ordinary  loin 
of  mutton.  Is  there  anything  suspicious 
in  that  ?  Very  well,  then.  Show  me 
you  have  confidence  in  the  mutton  ;  please 
eat.  There's  the  wine,  again.  No  mystery, 
Valeria,  in  that  claret — I'll  take  my  oath 
it's  nothing  but  innocent  juice  of  the  grape. 
If  we  can't  believe  in  anything  else,  let's 
believe  in  juice  of  the  grape.  Your  good 
health,  my  dear.' 

I  adapted  myself  to  the  old  man's 
genial  humour  as  readily  as  I  could.  We 
ate  and  we  drank,  and  we  talked  of  bygone 
days.  For  a  little  while  I  was  almost 
happy  in  the  company  of  my  fatherly  old 
friend.  Why  was  I  not  old  too  ?  Why 
had  I  not  done  with  love — with  its  certain 
miseries  ;  its  transient  delights ;  its  cruel 
losses  ;  its    bitterly  doubtful  gains  ?     The 
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last  autumn  flowers  in  the  window  basked 
brightly  in  the  last  of  the  autumn  sunlight. 
Benjamin's  little  dog  digested  his  dinner  in 
perfect  comfort  on  the  hearth.  The  parrot 
in  the  next  house  screeched  his  vocal 
accomplishments  cheerfully.  I  don't  doubt 
that  it  is  a  great  privilege  to  be  a  human 
being.  But  may  it  not  be  the  happier 
destiny  to  be  an  animal  or  a  plant  ? 

The  brief  respite  was  soon  over ;  all 
my  anxieties  came  back.  I  was  once 
more  a  doubting,  discontented,  depressed 
creature,  when  I  rose  to  say  goodbye. 

'  Promise,  my  dear,  you  will  do  nothing 
rash,'  said  Benjamin,  as  he  opened  the  door 
for  me. 

'  Is  it  rash  to  goto  Major  Fitz-David? 
I  asked. 

'  Yes — if  you  go  by  yourself.  You 
don't  know  what  sort  of  man  he  is  ;  you 
don't  know  how  he  may  receive  you.  Let 
me  try  first,  and  pave  the  way,  as  the  say- 
ing is.  Trust  my  experience,  my  dear. 
In  matters  of  this  sort  there  is  nothing 
like  paving  the  way.' 
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I  considered  a  moment.  It  was  due 
to  my  good  friend  to  consider  before  I  said 
No. 

Reflection  decided  me  on  taking  the  re- 
sponsibility, whatever  it  might  be,  upon  my 
own  shoulders.  Good  or  bad,  compassion- 
ate or  cruel,  the  Major  was  a  man.  A 
woman's  influence  was  the  safest  influence 
to  trust  with  him — where  the  end  to  be 
rained  was  such  an  end  as  I  had  in 
view.  It  was  not  easy  to  say  this  to 
Benjamin,  without  the  danger  of  mortifying 
him.  I  made  an  appointment  with  the  old 
man  to  call  on  me  the  next  morning  at  the 
hotel,  and  talk  the  matter  over  again.  Is 
it  very  disgraceful  to  me  to  add,  that  I 
privately  determined  (if  the  thing  could  be 
accomplished)  to  see  Major  Fitz-David  in 
the  interval  ? 

'Do  nothing  rash,  my  dear.     In  your 
own  interests,  do  nothing  rash  ! ' 

Those   were     Benjamin's    last    words, 
when  we  parted  for  the  day. 

I  found  Eustace  waiting  for  me  in  our 
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sitting-room  at  the  hotel.  His  spirits 
seemed  to  have  revived  since  I  had  seen 
him  last.  He  advanced  to  meet  me 
cheerfully,  with  an  open  sheet  of  paper  in 
his  hand. 

'  My  business  is  settled,  Valeria, 
sooner  than  I  had  expected,'  he  began, 
gaily.  'Are  your  purchases  all  completed, 
fair  lady  ?     Are  you  free,  too  ? ' 

I  had  learnt  already  (God  help  me!) 
to  distrust  his  fits  of  gaiety.  I  asked 
cautiously, 

'  Do  you  mean  free  for  to-day  ? ' 

'  Free  for  to-day,  and  to-morrow,  and 
next  week,  and  next  month — and  next 
year,  too,  for  all  I  know  to  the  contrary,' 
he  answered,  putting  his  arm  boisterously 
round  my  waist.     '  Look  here  ! ' 

He  lifted  the  open  sheet  of  paper 
which  I  had  noticed  in  his  hand,  and  held 
it  for  me  to  read.  It  was  a  telegram  to 
the  sailing  master  of  the  yacht ;  informing 
him  that  we  had  arranged  to  return  to 
Ramsgate  that  evening,  and  that  we  should 
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be  ready  to  sail  for  the  Mediterranean  with 
the  next  tide. 

'  I  only  waited  for  your  return,'  said 
Eustace,  '  to  send  the  telegram  to  the 
office.' 

He  crossed  the  room,  as  he  spoke,  to 
ring  the  bell.      I  stopped  him. 

'  I  am  afraid  I  can't  go  to  Ramsgate 
to-day,'  I  said. 

'  Why  not?'  he  asked,  suddenly  chang- 
ing his  tone  and  speaking  sharply. 

I  dare  say  it  will  seem  ridiculous  to 
some  people — but  it  is  really  true  that  he 
shook  my  resolution  to  go  to  Major  Fitz- 
David,  when  he  put  his  arm  round  me. 
Even  a  mere  passing  caress,  from  him, 
stole  away  my  heart,  and  softly  tempted 
me  to  yield.  But  the  ominous  alteration 
in  his  tone  made  another  woman  of  me. 
I  felt  once  more,  and  felt  more  strongly 
than  ever,  that,  in  my  critical  position,  it 
was  useless  to  stand  still,  and  worse  than 
useless  to  draw  back. 

'  I     am    sorry    to    disappoint    you,'    I 
answered.     '  It  is   impossible  for  me  (as  I 
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told  you  at  Ramsgate)  to  be  ready  to  sail 
at  a  moment's  notice.     I  want  time.' 

'  What  for  ? ' 

Not  only  his  tone,  but  his  look,  when 
he  put  that  second  question,  jarred  on 
every  nerve  in  me.  He  roused  in  my 
mind — I  can't  tell  how  or  why — an  angry 
sense  of  the  indignity  that  he  had  put  upon 
his  wife  in  marrying  her  under  a  false 
name.  Fearing  that  I  should  answer 
rashly,  that  I  should  say  something  which 
my  better  sense  might  regret,  if  I  spoke  at 
that  moment,  I  said  nothing.  Women 
alone  can  estimate  what  it  cost  me  to  be 
silent.  And  men  alone  can  understand 
how  irritating  my  silence  must  have  been 
to  my  husband. 

'  You  want  time?'  he  repeated.  '  I  ask 
you  again — what  for  ? ' 

My  self-control,  pushed  to  its  extremest 
limits,  failed  me.  The  rash  reply  flew  out 
of  my  lips,  like  a  bird  set  free  from  a 
cage. 

'  I  want  time,'  I  said,  '  to  accustom  my- 
self to  my  right  name.' 
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He  suddenly  stepped  up  to  me  with  a 
dark  look. 

'  What  do  you  mean  by  your  "  right 
name  ?  "  ' 

'  Surely  you  know,'  I  answered.  '  I 
once  thought  I  was  Mrs.  Woodville.  I 
have  now  discovered  that  I  am  Mrs. 
Macallan.' 

He  started  back  at  the  sound  of  his 
own  name,  as  if  I  had  struck  him — he 
started  back  and  turned  so  deadly  pale  that 
I  feared  he  was  going  to  drop  at  my  feet 
in  a  swoon.  Oh,  my  tongue  !  my  tongue  ! 
Why  had  I  not  controlled  my  miserable, 
mischievous  woman's  tongue  ? 

'  I  didn't  mean  to  alarm  you,  Eustace,' 
I  said.  '  I  spoke  at  random.  Pray  for- 
give me.' 

He  waved  his  hand  impatiently,  as  if 
my  penitent  words  were  tangible  things — 
ruffling,  worrying  things  like  flies  in  sum- 
mer— which  he  was  putting  away  from 
him. 

'  What  else  have  you  discovered  ?  '  he 
asked,  in  low,  stern  tones. 
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'  Nothing,  Eustace.' 

'  Nothing  ? '  He  paused  as  he  repeated 
the  word,  and  passed  his  hand  over  his 
forehead  in  a  weary  way.  '  Nothing,  of 
course,'  he  resumed,  speaking  to  himself, 
'  or  she  would  not  be  here.' 

He  paused  once  more,  and  looked  at  me 
searchingly.  '  Don't  say  again  what  you 
said  just  now,'  he  went  on.  '  For  your 
own  sake,  Valeria,  as  well  as  for  mine.' 
He  dropped  into  the  nearest  chair,  and  said 
no  more. 

I  certainly  heard  the  warning  ;  but  the 
only  words  which  really  produced  an 
impression  on  my  mind  were  the  words 
preceding  it,  which  he  had  spoken  to 
himself.  He  had  said  :  '  Nothing  of 
course,  or  she  would  not  be  he  jr."  If  I  had 
found  out  some  other  truth  besides  the 
truth  about  the  name,  would  it  have 
prevented  me  from  ever  returning  to  my 
husband  ?  Was  that  what  he  meant  ?  Did 
the  sort  of  discovery  that  he  contemplated, 
mean  something  so  dreadful  that  it  would 
have  parted   us  at  once  and  for  ever  ?     I 
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stood  by  his  chair  in  silence  ;  and  tried  to 
find  the  answer  to  those  terrible  questions 
in  his  face.  It  used  to  speak  to  me  so 
eloquently  when  it  spoke  of  his  love.  It 
told  me  nothing  now. 

He  sat  for  some  time  without  looking 
at  me,  lost  in  his  own  thoughts.  Then  he 
rose  on  a  sudden,  and  took  his  hat. 

'  The  friend  who  lent  me  the  yacht  is 
in  town,'  he  said.  '  I  suppose  I  had  better 
see  him,  and  say  our  plans  are  changed.' 
He  tore  up  the  telegram  with  an  air  of 
sullen  resignation  as  he  spoke.  '  You  are 
evidently  determined  not  to  go  to  sea  with 
me,'  he  resumed.  '  We  had  better  give  it 
up.  I  don't  see  what  else  is  to  be  done. 
Do  you  ? ' 

His  tone  was  almost  a  tone  of  contempt. 
I  was  too  depressed  about  myself,  too 
alarmed  about  him,  to  resent  it. 

'  Decide  as  you  think  best.  Eustace,' 
I  said,  sadly.  '  Every  way,  the  prospect 
seems  a  hopeless  one.  As  long  as  I  am 
shut  out  from  your  confidence,  it  matters 
little  whether  we  live  on  land  or  at  sea — we 
cannot  live  happily.' 
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'  If  you  could  control  your  curiosity,' 
he  answered,  sternly,  'we  might  live  happily 
enough.  I  thought  I  had  married  a  woman 
who  was  superior  to  the  vulgar  failings  of 
her  sex.  A  good  wife  should  know  better 
than  to  pry  into  affairs  of  her  husband's 
with  which  she  has  no  concern.' 

Surely  it  was  hard  to  bear  this  ?  How- 
ever, I  bore  it. 

'  Is  it  no  concern  of  mine  ? '  I  asked, 
gently,  '  when  I  find  that  my  husband 
has  not  married  me  under  his  family  name  ? 
Is  it  no  concern  of  mine  when  I  hear 
your  mother  say,  in  so  many  words,  that 
she  pities  your  wife  ?  It  is  hard,  Eustace, 
to  accuse  me  of  curiosity,  because  I  cannot 
accept  the  unendurable  position  in  which 
you  have  placed  me.  Your  cruel  silence 
is  a  blight  on  my  happiness,  and  a  threat  to 
my  future.  Your  cruel  silence  is  estranging 
us  from  each  other,  at  the  beginning  of 
our  married  life.  And  you  blame  me  for 
feeling  this  ?  You  tell  me  I  am  prying  into 
affairs  which  are  yours  only  ?  They  are 
not  yours   only  :    I    have   my  interest  in 
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them  too.  Oh,  my  darling,  why  do  you 
trifle  with  our  love  and  our  confidence  in 
each  other  ?  Why  do  you  keep  me  in  the 
dark  ? ' 

He  answered  with  a  stern  and  pitiless 
brevity, 

'  For  your  own  good.' 

I  turned  away  from  him  in  silence.  He 
was  treating  me  like  a  child. 

He  followed  me.  Putting  one  hand 
heavily  on  my  shoulder,  he  forced  me  to 
face  him  once  more. 

'  Listen  to  this,'  he  said.  'What  I  am 
now  going  to  say  to  you,  I  say  for  the  first, 
and  last,  time.  Valeria !  if  you  ever 
discover  what  I  am  now  keeping  from 
your  knowledge — from  that  moment  you 
live  a  life  of  torture  ;  your  tranquillity  is 
gone.  Your  days  will  be  days  of  terror ; 
your  nights  will  be  full  of  horrid  dreams — 
through  no  fault  of  mine,  mind !  through 
no  fault  of  mine  !  Every  day  of  your  life, 
you  will  feel  some  new  distrust,  some 
growing  fear  of  me — and  you  will  be  doing 
me  the  vilest  injustice  all  the    time.     On 
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my  faith  as  a  Christian,  on  my  honour  as 
a  man,  if  you  stir  a  step  further  in  this 
matter  there  is  an  end  of  your  happiness 
for  the  rest  of  your  life !  Think  seriously 
of  what  I  have  said  to  you  ;  you  will  have 
time  to  reflect.  I  am  going  to  tell  my 
friend  that  our  plans  for  the  Mediterranean 
are  given  up.  I  shall  not  be  back  before 
the  evening/  He  sighed,  and  looked  at 
me  with  unutterable  sadness.  '  I  love  you, 
Valeria,'  he  said.  '  In  spite  of  all  that  has 
passed,  as  God  is  my  witness,  I  love  you 
more  dearly  than  ever.' 

So  he  spoke.     So  he  left  me. 

I  must  write  the  truth  about  myself, 
however  strange  it  may  appear.  I  don't 
pretend  to  be  able  to  analyse  my  own 
motives  ;  I  don't  pretend  even  to  guess 
how  other  women  might  have  acted  in  my 
place.  It  is  true  of  me,  that  my  husband's 
terrible  warning — all  the  more  terrible  in 
its  mystery  and  its  vagueness — produced 
no  deterrent  effect  on  my  mind  :  it  only 
stimulated  my  resolution  to  discover  what 
he  was  hiding  from  me.      He  had  not  been 
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gone  two  minutes  before  I  rang  the  bell, 
and  ordered  the  carriage  to  take  me  to 
Major  Fitz-David's  house  in  Vivian  Place. 

Walking  to  and  fro  while  I  was 
waiting — I  was  in  such  a  fever  of  excite- 
ment that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  sit 
still — I  accidentally  caught  sight  of  myself 
in  the  glass. 

My  own  face  startled  me  :  it  was 
so  haggard  and  so  wild.  Could  I  present 
myself  to  a  stranger,  could  I  hope  to  pro- 
duce the  necessary  impression  in  my 
favour,  looking  as  I  looked  at  that 
moment  ?  For  all  I  knew  to  the  contrary, 
my  whole  future  might  depend  upon  the 
effect  which  I  produced  on  Major  Fitz- 
David  at  first  sight.  I  rang  the  bell  again, 
and  sent  a  message  to  one  of  the 
chambermaids  to  follow  me  to  my  room. 

I  had  no  maid  of  my  own  with  me  : 
the  stewardess  of  the  yacht  would  have 
acted  as  my  attendant,  if  we  had  held  to 
our  first  arrangement.  It  mattered  little, 
so  long  as  I  had  a  woman  to  help  me. 
The  chambermaid  appeared.     I  can  give 
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no  better  idea  of  the  disordered  and 
desperate  condition  of  my  mind  at  that 
time,  than  by  owning  that  I  actually 
consulted  this  perfect  stranger  on  the 
question  of  my  personal  appearance.  She 
was  a  middle-aged  woman,  with  a  large 
experience  of  the  world  and  its  wickedness 
written  legibly  on  her  manner  and  on  her 
face.  I  put  money  into  the  woman's 
hand,  enough  of  it  to  surprise  her.  She 
thanked  me  with  a  cynical  smile,  evidently 
placing  her  own  evil  interpretation  on  my 
motive  for  bribing  her. 

'  What  can  I  do  for  you,  ma'am  ? '  she 
asked,  in  a  confidential  whisper.  '  Don't 
speak  loud !  There  is  somebody  in  the 
next  room.' 

'  I  want  to  look  my  best,'  I  said  ;  '  and 
I  have  sent  for  you  to  help  me.' 
'  I  understand,  ma'am.' 
'  What  do  you  understand  ? ' 
She  nodded  her  head  significantly,  and 
whispered  to  me  again. 

'  Lord  bless  you,  I'm  used  to  this  ! '  she 
said.     '  There  is  a  crentleman  in  the  case. 
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Don't  mind  me,  ma'am.  It's  a  way  I 
have.  I  mean  no  harm.'  She  stopped 
and  looked  at  me  critically.  '  I  wouldn't 
change  my  dress,  if  I  were  you,'  she  went 
on.     '  The  colour  becomes  you.' 

It  was  too  late  to  resent  the  woman's 
impertinence.  There  was  no  help  for  it 
but  to  make  use  of  her.  Besides,  she  was 
right  about  the  dress.  It  was  of  a  delicate 
maize  colour,  prettily  trimmed  with  lace. 
I  could  wear  nothing  which  suited  me 
better.  My  hair,  however,  stood  in  need 
of  some  skilled  attention.  The  chamber- 
maid rearranged  it,  with  a  ready  hand 
which  showed  that  she  was  no  beginner  in 
the  art  of  dressing  hair.  She  laid  down 
the  combs  and  brushes,  and  looked  at 
me — then  looked  at  the  toilette  table, 
searching  for  something  which  she  ap- 
parently failed  to  find. 

'  Where  do  you  keep  it  ? '  she  asked. 

'  What  do  you  mean  ? ' 

'  Look  at  your  complexion,  ma'am. 
You  will  frighten  him  if  he  sees  you  like 
that.     A   touch  of  colour  you  must  have. 
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Where  do  you  keep  it  ?  What !  you 
haven't  got  it  ?  you  never  use  it  ?  Dear, 
dear,  dear  me  ! ' 

For  a  moment,  surprise  fairly  deprived 
her  of  her  self-possession !  Recovering 
herself,  she  begged  permission  to  leave  me 
for  a  minute.  I  let  her  go,  knowing  what 
her  errand  was.  She  came  back  with  a 
box  of  paints  and  powders  ;  and  I  said 
nothing  to  check  her.  I  saw,  in  the  glass, 
my  skin  take  a  false  fairness,  my  cheeks  a 
false  colour,  my  eyes  a  false  brightness — 
and  I  never  shrank  from  it.  No  !  I  let 
the  odious  deceit  go  on  ;  I  even  admired 
the  extraordinary  delicacy  and  dexterity 
with  which  it  was  all  done.  'Anything' 
(I  thought  to  myself,  in  the  madness  of 
that  miserable  time),  '  so  long  as  it  helps 
me  to  win  the  Major's  confidence  !  Any- 
thing so  long  as  I  discover  what  those 
last  words  of  my  husband's  really  mean  ! ' 

The  transformation  of  my  face  was 
accomplished.  The  chambermaid  pointed 
with  her  wicked  forefinger  in  the  direction 
of  the  Mass. 
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'  Bear  in  mind,  ma'am,  what  you  looked 
like  when  you  sent  for  me,'  she  said. 
'  And  just  see  for  yourself  how  you  look 
now.  You're  the  prettiest  woman  (of 
your  style)  in  London.  Ah,  what  a  thing 
pearl  powder  is,  when  one  knows  how  to 
use  it ! ' 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

THE    FRIEND    OF    THE    WOMEN. 

I  find  it  impossible  to  describe  my  sensa- 
tions while  the  carriage  was  taking-  me  to 
Major  Fitz-David's  house.  I  doubt,  in- 
deed, if  I  really  felt  or  thought  at  all,  in 
the  true  sense  of  those  words. 

From  the  moment  when  I  had  resigned 
myself  into  the  hands  of  the  chambermaid, 
I  seemed  in  some  strange  Avay  to  have  lost 
my  ordinary  identity — to  have  stepped  out 
of  my  own  character.  At  other  times,  my 
temperament  was  of  the  nervous  and 
anxious  sort,  and  my  tendency  was  to  ex- 
aggerate any  difficulties  that  might  place 
themselves  in  my  way.  At  other  times, 
having  before  me  the  prospect  of  a  critical 
interview  with  a  stranger,  I  should  have 
considered  with  myself  what  it  might  be 
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wise  to  pass  over,  and  what  it  might  be 
wise  to  say.  Now,  I  never  gave  my  coming 
interview  with  the  Major  a  thought ;  I  felt 
an  unreasoning  confidence  in  myself,  and  a 
blind  faith  in  him.  Now,  neither  the  past 
nor  the  future  troubled  me ;  I  lived  unre- 
flectingly in  the  present.  I  looked  at  the 
shops  as  we  drove  by  them,  and  at  the 
other  carriages  as  the)'  passed  mine.  I 
noticed — yes  !  and  enjoyed — the  glances  of 
admiration  which  chance  foot-passengers  on 
the  pavement  cast  at  me.  I  said  to  my- 
self, '  This  looks  well  for  my  prospect  of 
making  a  friend  of  the  Major ! '  W  hen  we 
drew  up  at  the  door  in  Vivian  Plr.ce,  it  is 
no  exaggeration  to  say  that  I  had  but 
one  anxiety — anxiety  to  find  the  Major 
at  home. 

The  door  was  opened  by  a  servant  out 
of  livery,  an  old  man  who  looked  as  if 
he  might  have  been  a  soldier  in  his  earlier 
days.  He  eyed  me  with  a  grave  attention, 
which  relaxed  little  by  little  into  sly  ap- 
proval. I  asked  for  Major  Fitz-David. 
The  answer  was  not  altogether  encourag- 
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ing ;  the  man  was  not  sure  whether  his 
master  was  at  home  or  not. 

I  gave  him  my  card.  My  cards,  being 
part  of  my  wedding  outfit,  necessarily  had 
the  false  name  printed  on  them — Mrs. 
Eustace  Woodville.  The  servant  showed 
me  into  a  front  room  on  the  ground  floor, 
and  disappeared  with  my  card  in  his  hand. 

Looking  about  me,  I  noticed  a  door  in 
the  wall  opposite  the  window,  communicat- 
ing with  some  inner  room.  The  door  was 
not  of  the  ordinary  kind.  It  fitted  into  the 
thickness  of  the  partition  wall,  and  worked 
in  grooves.  Looking  a  little  nearer,  I  saw 
that  it  had  not  been  pulled  out  so  as  com- 
pletely to  close  the  doorway.  Only  the 
merest  chink  was  left ;  but  it  was  enough 
to  convey  to  my  ears  all  that  passed  in  the 
next  room. 

'What  did  you  say,  Oliver,  when  she 
asked  for  me?'  enquired  a  man's  voice, 
pitched  cautiously  in  a  low  key. 

'  I  said  I  was  not  sure  you  were  at 
home,  sir,'  answered  the  voice  of  the  ser- 
vant who  had  let  me  in. 
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There  was  a  pause.  The  first  speaker 
was  evidently  Major  Fitz-David  himself. 
I  waited  to  hear  more. 

'  I  think  I  had  better  not  see  her, 
Oliver,'  the  Major's  voice  resumed. 

'  Very  good,  sir.' 

'  Say  I  have  gone  out,  and  you  don't 
know  when  I  shall  be  back  aoain.  Beg 
the  lady  to  write,  if  she  has  any  business 
with  me.' 

'  Yes,  sir.' 

'Stop,  Oliver!' 

Oliver  stopped.  There  was  another 
and  longer  pause.  Then  the  master  re- 
sumed the  examination  of  the  man. 

'  Is  she  young,  Oliver  ?' 

'  Yes,  sir.' 

'  And — pretty  ? ' 

'  Better  than  pretty,  sir,  to  my  thinking/ 

'  Aye  ?  aye  ?  What  you  call  a  fine 
woman — eh,  Oliver  ? ' 

'  Certainly,  sir.' 

<  Tall  ? ' 

'  Nearly  as  tall  as  I  am,  Major.' 

'  Aye  ?  aye  ?  aye  ?     A'  good  figure  ? ' 
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'  As  slim  as  a  sapling,  sir,  and  as  up- 
right as  a  dart.' 

'  On  second  thoughts  I  am  at  home, 
Oliver.     Show  her  in  !  show  her  in  ! ' 

So  far,  one  thing  at  least  seemed  to  be 
clear.  I  had  done  well  in  sending  for  the 
chambermaid.  What  would  Oliver's  re- 
port of  me  have  been,  if  I  had  presented 
myself  to  him  with  my  colourless  cheeks 
and  my  ill-dressed  hair  ? 

The  servant  reappeared  ;  and  con- 
ducted me  (by  way  of  the  hall)  to  the  inner 
room.  Major  Fitz- David  advanced  to 
welcome  me.     What  was  the  Major  like  ? 

Well — he  was  like  a  finely-preserved 
gentleman  of  (say)  sixty  years  old  ;  little  and 
lean,  and  chiefly  remarkable  by  the  extra- 
ordinary length  of  his  nose.  After  this 
feature,  I  noticed,  next,  his  beautiful  brown 
wig  ;  his  sparkling  little  grey  eyes  ;  his  rosy 
complexion ;  his  short  military  whiskers, 
dyed  to  match  his  wig ;  his  white  teeth 
and  his  winninsf  smile  ;  his  smart  blue  frock- 
coat,  with  a  camellia  in  the  buttonhole ; 
and  his  splendid  ring — a  ruby,  flashing  on 
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his  little  finger  as  he  courteously  signed  to 
me  to  take  a  chair. 

'  Dear  Mrs.  Woodville,  how  very  kind 
of  you  this  is  !  I  have  been  longing  to  have 
the  happiness  of  knowing  you.  Eustace 
is  an  old  friend  of  mine.  I  congratulated 
him  when  I  heard  of  his  marriage.  May 
I  make  a  confession  ? — I  envy  him  now  I 
have  seen  his  wife. ' 

The  future  of  my  life  was,  perhaps,  in 
this  man's  hands.  I  studied  him  atten- 
tively ;  I  tried  to  read  his  character  in  his 
face. 

The  Major's  sparkling  little  grey  eyes 
softened  as  they  looked  at  me  ;  the  Major's 
strong  and  sturdy  voice  dropped  to  its 
lowest  and  tenderest  tones  when  he  spoke 
to  me ;  the  Major's  manner  expressed, 
from  the  moment  when  I  entered  the  room, 
a  happy  mixture  of  admiration  and  respect. 
He  drew  his  chair  close  to  mine,  as  if  it 
Avas  a  privilege  to  be  near  me.  He  took 
my  hand,  and  lifted  my  glove  to  his  lips, 
as  if  that  glove  was  the  most  delicious 
luxury  the  world   could   produce.      '  Dear 
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Mrs.  Woodville,'  he  said,  as  he  softly  laid 
my  hand  back  on  my  lap,  '  bear  with  an  old 
fellow  who  worships  your  enchanting  sex. 
You  really  brighten  this  dull  house.  It  is 
such  a  pleasure  to  see  you  ! ' 

There  was  no  need  for  the  old  gentle- 
man to  make  his  little  confession.  Women, 
children,  and  dogs  proverbially  know  by 
instinct  who  the  people  are  who  really  like 
them.  The  women  had  a  warm  friend — 
perhaps,  at  one  time,  a  dangerously  warm 
friend — in  Major  Fitz-David.  I  knew  as 
much  of  him  as  that,  before  I  had  settled 
myself  in  my  chair  and  opened  my  lips  to 
answer  him. 

'  Thank  you,  Major,  for  your  kind  re- 
ception and  your  pretty  compliment,'  I  said  ; 
matching  my  host's  easy  tone  as  closely  as 
the  necessary  restraints  on  my  side  would 
permit.  '  You  have  made  your  confession. 
May  I  make  mine  ? ' 

Major  Fitz-David  lifted  my  hand  again 

from  my  lap,  and  drew  his  chair  as  close  as 

possible  to  mine.      I  looked  at  him  gravely, 

and  tried  to  release  my  hand.      Major  Fitz- 

vol.  1.  1 
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David  declined  to  let  go  of  it,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  tell  me  why. 

'  I  have  just  heard  you  speak  for  the 
first  time,'  he  said.  '  I  am  under  the 
charm  of  your  voice.  Dear  Mrs.  Wood- 
ville,  bear  with  an  old  fellow  who  is  under 
the  charm  !  Don't  grudge  me  my  innocent 
little  pleasures.  Lend  me — I  wish  I  could 
say  give  me — this  pretty  hand.  I  am  such 
an  admirer  of  pretty  hands  ;  I  can  listen  so 
much  better  with  a  pretty  hand  in  mine. 
The  ladies  indulge  my  weakness.  Please 
indulge  me  too.  Yes  ?  And  what  were 
you  going  to  say  ? ' 

'  I  was  going  to  say,  Major,  that  I  felt 
particularly  sensible  of  your  kind  welcome, 
because,  as  it  happens,  I  have  a  favour  to 
ask  of  you.' 

I  was  conscious,  while  I  spoke,  that  I 
was  approaching  the  object  of  my  visit  a 
little  too  abruptly.  But  Major  Fitz-David's 
admiration  rose  from  one  climax  to  another 
with  such  alarming  rapidity,  that  I  felt  the 
importance  of  administering  a  practical 
check  to  it.      I   trusted  to  those  ominous 
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words,  '  a  favour  to  ask  of  you/  to  ad- 
minister the  check — and  I  did  not  trust  in 
vain.  My  aged  admirer  gently  dropped 
my  hand,  and  (with  all  possible  politeness) 
changed  the  subject. 

'  The  favour  is  granted,  of  course  ! '  he 
said.  '  And  now — tell  me — how  is  our 
dear  Eustace  ? ' 

'  Anxious  and  out  of  spirits,'  I  answered. 

'  Anxious  and  out  of  spirits  ! '  repeated 
the  Major.  '  The  enviable  man  who  is 
married  to  You,  anxious  and  out  of  spirits  ? 
Monstrous !  Eustace  fairly  disgusts  me. 
I  shall  take  him  off  the  list  of  my  friends.' 

'  In  that  case,  take  me  off  the  list  with 
him,  Major.  I  am  in  wretched  spirits  too. 
You  are  my  husband's  old  friend.  I  may 
acknowledge  to  you  that  our  married  life  is 
— just  now — not  quite  a  happy  one.' 

Major  Fitz-David  lifted  his  eyebrows 
(dyed  to  match  his  whiskers)  in  polite  sur- 
prise. 

'  Already  ! '  he  exclaimed.  '  What  can 
Eustac-e  be  made  of?     Has  he  no  appre- 
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ciation  of  beauty  and  grace  ?     Is  he  the 
most  insensible  of  living  beings  ?  ' 

'  He  is  the  best  and  dearest  of  men,' 
I  answered.  '  But  there  is  some  dreadful 
mystery  in  his  past  life ' 

I  could  get  no  further  :  Major  Fitz- 
David  deliberately  stopped  me.  He  did  it 
with  the  smoothest  politeness,on  the  surface. 
But  I  saw  a  look  in  his  bright  little  eyes, 
which  said  plainly,  '  If  you  will  venture  on 
delicate  ground,  madam,  don't  ask  me  to 
accompany  you." 

'  My  charming  friend  ! '  he  exclaimed. 
'  May  I  call  you  my  charming  friend  ? 
You  have — among:  a  thousand  other  cle- 
lightful  qualities  which  I  can  see  already 
— a  vivid  imagination.  Don't  let  it  get 
the  upper  hand  !  Take  an  old  fellow's 
advice  ;  don't  let  it  get  the  upper  hand  ! 
What  can  I  offer  you,  dear  Mrs.  Woodville  ? 
A  cup  of  tea  ? ' 

'  Call  me  by  my  right  name,  sir,'  I 
answered,  boldly.  '  I  have  made  a  dis- 
covery. I  know,  as  well  as  you  do,  that 
my  name  is  Macallan.' 
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The  Major  started,  and  looked  at  me 
very  attentively.  His  manner  became 
grave,  his  tone  changed  completely,  when 
he  spoke  next. 

'  May  I  ask,'  he  said,  '  if  you  have 
communicated  to  your  husband  the  dis- 
covery which  you  have  just  mentioned  to 
me  ?' 

'  Certainly  ! '  I  answered.  '  I  consider 
that  my  husband  owes  me  an  explanation. 
I  have  asked  him  to  tell  me  what  his  ex- 
traordinary conduct  means — and  he  has 
refused,  in  language  that  frightens  me.  I 
have  appealed  to  his  mother — and  she 
has  refused  to  explain,  in  language  that 
humiliates  me.  Dear  Major  Fitz-David,  I 
have  no  friends  to  take  my  part  ;  I  have 
nobody  to  come  to  but  you  !  Do  me  the 
greatest  of  all  favours — tell  me  why  your 
friend  Eustace  has  married  me  under  a 
false  name  ! ' 

'  Do  me  the  greatest  of  all  favours,' 
answered  the  Major.  '  Don't  ask  me  to 
say  a  word  about  it.' 

He  looked,  in  spite  of  his  unsatisfactory 
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reply,  as  if  he  really  felt  for  me.  I  deter- 
mined to  try  my  utmost  powers  of  persua- 
sion ;  I  resolved  not  to  be  beaten  at  the 
first  repulse. 

'  I  must  ask  you,'  I  said.  '  Think  of 
my  position.  How  can  I  live,  knowing 
what  I  know — and  knowing  no  more  ?  I 
would  rather  hear  the  most  horrible  thing 
you  can  tell  me  than  be  condemned  (as  I 
am  now)  to  perpetual  misgiving  and  per- 
petual suspense.  I  love  my  husband  with 
all  my  heart ;  but  I  cannot  live  with  him 
on  these  terms  :  the  misery  of  it  would 
drive  me  mad.  I  am  only  a  woman, 
Major.  I  can  only  throw  myself  on  your 
kindness.  Don't — pray,  pray  don't  keep 
me  in  the  dark  ! ' 

I  could  say  no  more.  In  the  reckless 
impulse  of  the  moment,  I  snatched  up  his 
hand  and  raised  it  to  my  lips.  The  gal- 
lant old  gentleman  started  as  if  I  had  given 
him  an  electric  shock. 

'  My  dear,  dear  lady  !  '  he  exclaimed, 
'  I  can't  tell  you  how  I  feel  for  you  !  You 
charm  me,  you  overwhelm  me,  you  touch 
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me  to  the  heart.  What  can  I  say  ? 
What  can  I  do  ?  I  can  only  imitate  your 
admirable  frankness,  your  fearless  candour. 
You  have  told  me  what  your  position  is. 
Let  me  tell  you,  in  my  turn,  how  I  am 
placed.  Compose  yourself — pray  compose 
yourself!  I  have  a  smelling-bottle  here, 
at  the  service  of  the  ladies.  Permit  me  to 
offer  it.' 

He  brought  me  the  smelling-bottle  ;  he 
put  a  little  stool  under  my  feet ;  he  en- 
treated me  to  take  time  enough  to  compose 
myself.  '  Infernal  fool ! '  I  heard  him  say 
to  himself,  as  he  considerately  turned  away 
from  me  for  a  few  moments.  '  If  /  had 
been  her  husband — come  what  might  of  it, 
I  would  have  told  her  the  truth  ! ' 

Was  he  referring-  to  Eustace  ?  And 
was  he  going  to  do  what  he  would  have 
done  in  my  husband's  place — was  he 
really  going  to  tell  me  the  truth  ? 

The  idea  had  barely  crossed  my  mind, 
when  I  was  startled  by  a  loud  and  peremp- 
tory knocking  at  the  street-door.  The 
Major   stopped,    and   listened  attentively. 
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In  a  few  moments  the  door  was  opened, 
and  the  rustling  of  a  woman's  dress  was 
plainly  audible  in  the  hall.  The  Major 
hurried  to  the  door  of  the  room,  with  the 
activity  of  a  young  man.  He  was  too  late. 
The  door  was  violently  opened  from  the 
outer  side,  just  as  he  got  to  it.  The  lady 
of  the  rustling  dress  burst  into  the  room. 


CHAPTER   IX. 

THE    DEFEAT    OF    THE    MAJOR. 

Major  Fitz- David's  visitor  proved  to  be 
a  plump,  round-eyed,  over-dressed  girl, 
with  a  florid  complexion  and  straw- 
coloured  hair.  After  first  fixing  on  me 
a  broad  stare  of  astonishment,  she 
pointedly  addressed  her  apologies  for 
intruding  on  us  to  the  Major  alone. 
The  creature  evidently  believed  me  to 
be  the  last  new  object  of  the  old  gentle- 
man's idolatry  ;  and  she  took  no  pains  to 
disguise  her  jealous  resentment  on  dis- 
covering us  together.  Major  Fitz-David 
set  matters  right  in  his  own  irresistible  way. 
He  kissed  the  hand  of  the  over-dressed 
girl,  as  devotedly  as  he  had  kissed  mine  ; 
he  told  her  she  was  looking  charmingly. 
Then  he  led  her,  with  his  happy  mixture 


122  THE  LAW  and  THE   LADY. 

of  admiration  and  respect,  back  to  the 
door  by  which  she  had  entered — a  second 
door  communicating  directly  with  the  hall. 

'  No  apology  is  necessary,  my  dear,' 
he  said.  '  This  lady  is  with  me  on  a 
matter  of  business.  You  will  find  your 
singing-master  waiting  for  you  upstairs. 
Begin  your  lesson  ;  and  I  will  join  you 
in  a  few  minutes.  Au  revoir,  my  charm- 
ing pupil — ci7c  revoir! 

The  young  lady  answered  this  polite 
little  speech  in  a  whisper — with  her  round 
eyes  fixed  distrustfully  on  me  while  she 
spoke.  The  door  closed  on  her.  Major 
Fitz-David  was  at  liberty  to  set  matters 
right  with  me,  in  my  turn. 

'  I  call  that  young  person  one  of  my 
happy  discoveries,'  said  the  old  gentle- 
man, complacently.  '  She  possesses,  I 
don't  hesitate  to  say,  the  finest  soprano 
voice  in  Europe.  Would  you  believe  it,  I 
met  with  her  at  a  railway  station  ?  She 
was  behind  the  counter  in  a  refreshment- 
room,  poor  innocent,  rinsing  wine-glasses, 
and  singing  over  her  work.    Good  heavens, 
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such  singing!  Her  upper  notes  electrified 
me.  I  said  to  myself,  "  Here  is  a  born 
prima-donna — I  will  bring  her  out !  "  She 
is  the  third  I  have  brought  out  in  my 
time.  I  shall  take  her  to  Italy  when  her 
education  is  sufficiently  advanced,  and 
perfect  her  at  Milan.  In  that  unsophisti- 
cated girl,  my  dear  lady,  you  see  one  of 
the  future  Queens  of  Song.  Listen  !  she 
is  beginning  her  scales.  What  a  voice  ! 
Brava  !     Brava  !     Bravissima ! ' 

The  high  soprano  notes  of  the  future 
Queen  of  Song  rang  through  the  house  as 
he  spoke.  Of  the  loudness  of  the  young 
lady's  voice  there  could  be  no  sort  of 
doubt.  The  sweetness  and  the  purity  of 
it  admitted,  in  my  opinion,  of  considerable 
dispute. 

Having  said  the  polite  words  which 
the  occasion  rendered  necessary,  I  ventured 
to  recall  Major  Fitz-David  to  the  subject 
in  discussion  between  us  when  his  visitor 
had  entered  the  room.  The  Major  was 
very  unwilling  to  return  to  the  perilous 
topic  on  which  he  had  just  touched  when 
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the  interruption  occurred.  He  beat  time 
with  his  forefinger  to  the  singing  upstairs ; 
he  asked  me  about  my  voice,  and  whether 
I  sane ;  he  remarked  that  life  would  be 
intolerable  to  him  without  Love  and  Art. 
A  man  in  my  place  would  have  lost  all 
patience,  and  would  have  given  up  the 
strucrorle  in  disgust.  Being  a  woman,  and 
having  my  end  in  view,  my  resolution  was 
invincible.  I  fairly  wore  out  the  Major's 
resistance,  and  compelled  him  to  surrender 
at  discretion.  It  is  only  justice  to  add  that, 
when  he  did  make  up  his  mind  to  speak 
to  me  again  of  Eustace,  he  spoke  frankly, 
and  spoke  to  the  point. 

'  I  have  known  your  husband,'  he 
began,  '  since  the  time  when  he  was  a  boy. 
At  a  certain  period  of  his  past  life,  a 
terrible  misfortune  fell  upon  him.  The 
secret  of  that  misfortune  is  known  to  his 
friends,  and  is  religiously  kept  by  his 
friends.  It  is  the  secret  that  he  is  keeping 
from  You.  He  will  never  tell  it  to  you  as 
long  as  he  lives.  And  he  has  bound  me 
not  to  tell  it,  under  a  promise  given  on  my 
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word  of  honour.  You  wished,  dear  Mrs. 
Woodville,  to  be  made  acquainted  with 
my  position  towards  Eustace.  There 
it  is  !  ' 

'  You  persist  in  calling  me  Mrs.  Wood- 
ville,' I  said. 

'  Your  husband  wishes  me  to  persist,' 
the  Major  answered.  '  He  assumed  the 
name  of  Woodville,  fearing  to  give  his 
own  name,  when  he  first  called  at  your 
uncle's  house.  He  will  now  acknowledge 
no  other.  Remonstrance  is  useless.  You 
must  do,  what  we  do — you  must  give  way 
to  an  unreasonable  man.  The  best  fellow 
in  the  world  in  other  respects :  in  this 
one  matter,  as  obstinate  and  self-willed  as 
he  can  be.  If  you  ask  me  my  opinion,  I  tell 
you  honestly  that  I  think  he  was  wrong  in 
courting  and  marrying  you  under  his  false 
name.  He  trusted  his  honour  and  his 
happiness  to  your  keeping,  in  making  you 
his  wife.  Why  should  he  not  trust  the 
story  of  his  troubles  to  you  as  well  ?  His 
mother  quite  shares  my  opinion  in  this 
matter.      You    must    not    blame    her   for 
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refusing  to  admit  you  into  her  confidence, 
after  your  marriage  :  it  was  then  too  late. 
Before  your  marriage,  she  did  all  she  could 
do— without  betraying  secrets  which,  as  a 
good  mother,  she  was  bound  to  respect — 
to    induce   her  son  to  act  justly   towards 
you.     I  commit  no  indiscretion  when  I  tell 
you    that   she   refused   to    sanction   your 
marriage,    mainly    for     the    reason     that 
Eustace  declined  to  follow -her  advice,  and 
to  tell   you  what   his  position   really  was. 
On  my  part,  I  did  all   I  could  to  support 
Mrs.  Macallan  in  the  course  that  she  took. 
When  Eustace  wrote  to  tell  me  that  he 
had  engaged  himself  to  marry  a  niece  of 
my   good    friend    Dr.    Starkweather,    and 
that  he  had  mentioned  me  as  his  reference, 
I  wrote  back  to  warn  him  that   I   would 
have  nothing  to  do  with  the  affair,  unless 
he  revealed  the  whole  truth  about  himself 
to  his  future  wife.      He  refused  to  listen  to 
me,    as    he    had   refused  to  listen    to    his 
mother ;  and   he    held   me,    at   the    same 
time,  to  my  promise  to  keep   his  secret. 
When  Starkweather  wrote  to   me,  I  had 
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no  choice  but  to  involve  myself  in  a  decep- 
tion of  which  I  thoroughly  disapproved — 
or  to  answer  in  a  tone  so  guarded  and  so 
brief  as  to  stop  the  correspondence  at  the 
outset.  I  chose  the  last  alternative  ;  and 
I  fear  I  have  offended  my  good  old  friend. 
You  now  see  the  painful  position  in  which 
I  am  placed.  To  add  to  the  difficulties  of 
that  situation,  Eustace  came  here,  this 
very  day,  to  warn  me  to  be  on  my  guard, 
in  case  of  your  addressing  to  me  the  very 
request  which  you  have  just  made  !  He 
told  me  that  you  had  met  with  his  mother, 
by  an  unlucky  accident,  and  that  you  had 
discovered  the  family  name.  He  declared 
that  he  had  travelled  to  London  for  the 
express  purpose  of  speaking  to  me  person- 
ally on  this  serious  subject.  "  I  know  your 
weakness,"  he  said,  "  where  women  are 
concerned.  Valeria  is  aware  that  you  are 
my  old  friend.  She  will  certainly  write  to 
you ;  she  may  even  be  bold  enough  to 
make  her  way  into  your  house.  Renew 
your  promise  to  keep  the  great  calamity  ot 
my  life  a  secret,  on  your  honour,  and  on 
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your  oath."  Those  were  his  words,  as 
nearly  as  I  can  remember  them.  I  tried 
to  treat  the  thing  lightly  ;  I  ridiculed  the 
absurdly  theatrical  notion  of  "  renewing  my 
promise,"  and  all  the  rest  of  it.  Quite 
useless  !  He  refused  to  leave  me — he  re- 
minded me  of  his  unmerited  sufferings, 
poor  fellow,  in  the  past  time.  It  ended  in 
his  bursting  into  tears.  You  love  him, 
and  so  do  I.  Can  you  wonder  that  I  let 
him  have  his  way  ?  The  result  is  that  I 
am  doubly  bound  to  tell  you  nothing,  by 
the  most  sacred  promise  that  a  man  can 
give.  My  dear  lady,  I  cordially  side  with 
you  in  this  matter  ;  I  long  to  relieve  your 
anxieties.     But  what  can  I  do  ? ' 

He  stopped,  and  waited — gravely 
waited — to  hear  my  reply. 

I  had  listened  from  beginning  to  end, 
without  interrupting  him.  The  extra- 
ordinary change  in  his  manner,  and  in  his 
way  of  expressing  himself,  while  he  was 
speaking  of  Eustace,  alarmed  me  as 
nothing  had  alarmed  me  yet.  How 
terrible   (I   thought  to    myself)    must  this 
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untold  story  be,  if  the  mere  act  of  refer- 
ring to  it  makes  light-hearted  Major  Fitz- 
David  speak  seriously  and  sadly — never 
smiling ;  never  paying  me  a  compliment  ; 
never  even  noticing  the  singing  upstairs  ! 
My  heart  sank  in  me  as  I  drew  that  start- 
ling conclusion.  For  the  first  time  since  I 
had  entered  the  house,  I  was  at  the  end  of 
my  resources  ;  I  knew  neither  what  to  say 
nor  what  to  do  next. 

And  yet,  I  kept  my  seat.  Never  had 
the  resolution  to  discover  what  my  husband 
was  hiding  from  me  been  more  firmly 
rooted  in  my  mind  than  it  was  at  that 
moment !  I  cannot  account  for  the  extra- 
ordinary inconsistency  in  my  character 
which  this  confession  implies.  I  can  only 
describe  the  facts  as  they  really  were. 

The  singing  went  on  upstairs.  Major 
Fitz-David  still  waited  impenetrably  to 
hear  what  I  had  to  say — to  know  what  I 
resolved  on  doing  next. 

Before  I  had   decided  what  to  say  or 
what    to   do,    another    domestic    incident 
happened.      In  plain  words,  another  knock- 
vol.  1.  k 
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inQ-  announced  a  new  visitor  at  the  house 
door.  On  this  occasion,  there  was  no 
rustling:  of  a  woman's  dress  in  the  hall. 
On  this  occasion,  only  the  old  servant 
entered  the  room  carrying  a  magnificent 
nosegay  in  his  hand.  '  With  Lady 
Clarinda's  kind  regards.  To  remind 
Major  Fitz-David  of  his  appointment.' 
Another  lady  !  This  time,  a  lady  with  a 
title.  A  great  lady  who  sent  her  flowers 
and  her  messages  without  condescending 
to  concealment.  The  Major — first  apolo- 
gisine  to  me — wrote  a  few  lines  of  acknow- 
ledgment,  and  sent  them  out  to  the  mes- 
senger. When  the  door  was  closed  again, 
he  carefully  selected  one  of  the  choicest 
flowers  in  the  nosegay.  '  May  I  ask,'  he 
said,  presenting  the  flower  to  me  with 
his  best  grace,  '  whether  you  now  under- 
stand the  delicate  position  in  which  I  am 
placed  between  your  husband  and  your- 
self ? ' 

The  little  interruption  caused  by  the 
appearance  of  the  nosegay,  had  given  a 
•^iew  impulse  to  my  thoughts,  and  had  thus 
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helped,  in  some  degree,  to  restore  me  to 
myself.  I  was  able  at  last  to  satisfy 
Major  Fitz-David  that  his  considerate  and 
courteous  explanation  had  not  been  thrown 
away  upon  me. 

'  I  thank  you,  most  sincerely,  Major,' 
I  said.  '  You  have  convinced  me  that  I 
must  not  ask  you  to  forget,  on  my  account, 
the  promise  which  you  have  given  to  my 
husband.  It  is  a  sacred  promise  which  I, 
too,  am  bound  to  respect — I  quite  under- 
stand that.' 

The  Major  drew  a  long  breath  of  relief, 
and  patted  me  on  the  shoulder  in  high 
approval  of  what  I  had  said  to  him. 

'  Admirably  expressed  ! '  he  rejoined, 
recovering  his  light-hearted  looks  and  his 
lover-like  ways  all  in  a  moment.  '  My 
dear  lady,  you  have  the  gift  of  sympathy  ; 
you  see  exactly  how  I  am  situated.  Do 
you  know,  you  remind  me  of  my  charming 
Lady  Clarinda  ?  She  has  the  gift  of  sym- 
pathy, and  sees  exactly  how  I  am  situated. 
I  should  so  enjoy  introducing  you  to  each 
other,'  said  the  Major,  plunging  his  long 
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nose    ecstatically    into    Lady     Clarinda's 
flowers. 

I  had  my  end  still  to  gain  ;  and  being 
(as  you  will  have  discovered  by  this  time) 
the  most  obstinate  of  living  women,  I  still 
kept  that  end  in  view. 

'  I  shall  be  delighted  to  meet  Lady 
Clarinda,'  I  replied.  '  In  the  mean 
time ' 

'  I  will  get  up  a  little  dinner,'  proceeded 
the  Major,  with  a  burst  of  enthusiasm. 
'  You  and  I  and  Lady  Clarinda.  Our 
young  prima-donna  shall  come  in  the 
evening,  and  sing  to  us.  Suppose  we 
draw  out  the  menu  f  My  sweet  friend, 
what  is  your  favourite  autumn  soup  ? ' 

'  In  the  mean  time,'  I  persisted,  '  to  re- 
turn to  what  we  were  speaking  of  just 
now ' 

The  Major's  smile  vanished,  the 
Major's  hand  dropped  the  pen,  destined 
to  immortalise  the  name  of  my  favourite 
autumn  soup. 

'  Must  we  return  to  that  ?  '  he  asked, 
piteously. 
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'  Only  for  a  moment,'  I  said. 

'  You  remind  me,'  pursued  Major  Fitz- 
David,  shaking  his  head  sadly,  '  of  another 
charming  friend  of  mine — a  French  friend 
— Madame  Mirliflore.  You  are  a  person 
of  prodigious  tenacity  of  purpose.  Madame 
Mirliflore  is  a  person  of  prodigious  tenacity 
of  purpose.  She  happens  to  be  in  London. 
Shall  we  have  her  at  our  little  dinner?' 
The  Major  brightened  at  the  idea,  and  took 
up  the  pen  again.  '  Do  tell  me,'  he  said, 
'  what  is  your  favourite  autumn  soup  ?  ' 

'  Pardon  me,'  I  began  ;  '  we  were  speak- 
ing just  now ' 

'  Oh,  dear  me ! '  cried  Major  Fitz- 
David.     '  Is  this  the  other  subject  ? ' 

'  Yes — this  is  the  other  subject.' 

The  Major  put  down  his  pen  for  the 
second  time,  and  regretfully  dismissed 
from  his  mind  Madame  Mirliflore  and  the 
autumn  soup. 

'  Yes  ? '  he  said  with  a  patient  bow, 
and  a  submissive  smile.  '  You  were  o-oino- 
to  say ? ' 

'  I  was  going  to  say,'  I  rejoined,  '  that 
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your  promise  only  pledges  you  not  to  tell 
the  secret  which  my  husband  is  keeping 
from  me.  You  have  given  no  promise 
not  to  answer  me,  if  I  venture  to  ask  you 
one  or  two  questions.' 

Major  Fitz-David  held  up  his  hand 
warningly,  and  cast  a  sly  look  at  me  out  of 
his  bright  little  grey  eyes. 

'  Stop  ! '  he  said.  '  My  sweet  friend, 
stop  there  !  I  know  where  your  questions 
will  lead  me,  and  what  the  result  will  be  if 
I  once  be^in  to  answer  them.  When 
your  husband  was  here  to-day,  he  took  oc- 
casion to  remind  me  that  I  was  as  weak 
as  water  in  the  hands  of  a  pretty  woman. 
He  is  quite  right.  I  am  as  weak  as  water; 
I  can  refuse  nothing  to  a  pretty  woman. 
Dear  and  admirable  lady,  don't  abuse  your 
influence  !  don't  make  an  old  soldier  false  to 
his  word  of  honour  ! ' 

I  tried  to  say  something  here  in  defence 
of  my  motives.  The  Major  clasped  his 
hands  entreatingly,  and  looked  at  me  with 
a  pleading  simplicity  wonderful  to  see. 

'  Why  press  it  ? '  he  asked.       '  I    offer 
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no  resistance.  I  am  a  lamb — why  sacrifice 
me  ?  I  acknowledge  your  power  ;  I  throw 
myself  on  your  mercy.  All  the  misfor- 
tunes of  my  youth  and  my  manhood  have 
come  to  me  through  women.  I  am  not  a 
bit  better  in  my  age — I  am  just  as  fond  of 
the  women,  and  just  as  ready  to  be  misled 
by  them  as  ever,  with  one  foot  in  the  grave. 
Shocking,  isn't  it  ?  But  how  true  !  Look 
at  this  mark.'  He  lifted  a  curl  of  his 
beautiful  brown  wig,  and  showed  me  a 
terrible  scar  at  the  side  of  his  head. 
'  That  wound  (supposed  to  be  mortal  at 
the  time)  was  made  by  a  pistol  bullet,'  he 
proceeded.  '  Not  received  in  the  service 
of  my  country — oh,  dear  no  !  Received  in 
the  service  of  a  much-injured  lady,  at  the 
hands  of  her  scoundrel  of  a  husband,  in  a 
duel  abroad.  Well,  she  was  worth  it ! '  He 
kissed  his  hand  affectionately  to  the  memory 
of  the  dead,  or  absent,  lady,  and  pointed 
to  a  water-colour  drawing  of  a  pretty  country 
house,  hanging  on  the  opposite  wall.  '  That 
fine  estate,'  he  proceeded,  '  once  belonged 
to  me.     It  was  sold  years  and  years  since. 
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And  who  had  die  money  ?     The  women 
— God  bless    them    all  ! — the    women.      I 
don't  reeret  it.      If  I  had  another  estate,  I 
have  no   doubt  it  would  go  the  same  way. 
Your  adorable    sex   has   made    its    pretty 
playthings  of  my    life,   my    time,  and  my 
money — and  welcome  !     The  one  thing  I 
have  kept  to  myself,  is  my  honour.     And 
now,  that  is  in  danger !     Yes  ;  if  you  put 
your    clever  little    questions,    with    those 
lovely  eyes  and  with  that  gentle  voice,  I 
know  what  will  happen  !     You  will  deprive 
me  of  the  last  and  best  of  all  my  possessions. 
Have  I  deserved  to  be  treated  in  that  way 
— and    by  you,   my   charming  friend  ?  by 
you  of  all  people  in  the  world  ?     Oh  fie  ! 
fie!' 

He  paused,  and  looked  at  me  as  before 
— the  picture  of  artless  entreaty,  with  his 
head  a  little  on  one  side.  I  made  another 
attempt  to  speak  of  the  matter  in  dispute 
between  us,  from  my  own  point  of  view. 
Major  Fitz-David  instantly  threw  himself 
prostrate  on  my  mercy  more  innocently 
than  ever. 
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'  Ask  of  me  anything  else  in  the  wide 

world,'  he  said  ;  '  but  don't  ask  me  to  be 

false  to  my  friend.     Spare  me  fhat — and 

there  is  nothing   I   will   not   do  to  satisfy 

you.      I  mean  what  I  say,  mind ! '  he  went 

on,   bending   closer   to    me,  and  speaking 

more  seriously  than    he  had  spoken   yet. 

'I    think  you  are  very  hardly  used.     It  is 

monstrous  to  expect  that  a  woman  placed 

in  your    situation,  will  consent  to  be  left 

for  the  rest  of  her  life  in  the  dark.     No ! 

no  !  if  I   saw  you,  at  this  moment,  on  the 

point    of    finding   out   for   yourself  what 

Eustace    persists    in    hiding   from    you,    I 

should  remember  that  my  promise,  like  all 

other  promises,  has  its  limits  and  reserves. 

I  should  consider  myself  bound  in  honour 

not  to  help   you — but   I  would  not    lift   a 

finger  to  prevent  you  from  discovering  the 

truth  for  yourself.' 

At  last  he  was  speaking  in  good 
earnest  :  he  laid  a  strong  emphasis  on  his 
closing  words.  I  laid  a  stronger  emphasis 
on  them  still,  by  suddenly  leaving  my 
chair.     The  impulse  to  spring  to  my  feet 
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was  irresistible.  Major  Fitz-David.  had 
started  a  new  idea  in  my  mind. 

'  Now  we  understand  each  other  ! '  I 
said.  '  I  will  accept  your  own  terms, 
Major.  I  will  ask  nothing  of  you  but  what 
you  have  just  offered  to  me  of  your  own 
accord.' 

'  What  have  I  offered  ? '  he  enquired, 
looking-  a  little  alarmed. 

'  Nothing  that  you  need  repent  of,'  I 
answered  ;  '  nothing  which  it  is  not  easy 
for  you  to  grant.  May  I  ask  a  bold  ques- 
tion ?  Suppose  this  house  were  mine, 
instead  of  yours  ? ' 

'  Consider  it  yours,'  cried  the  gallant 
old  gentleman.  '  From  the  garrets  to  the 
kitchen,  consider  it  yours  ! ' 

'  A  thousand  thanks,  Major ;  I  will 
consider  it  mine,  for  the  moment.  You 
know — everybody  knows — that  one  of  a 
woman's  many  Aveaknesses  is  curiosity. 
Suppose  my  curiosity  led  me  to  examine 
everything  in  my  new  house  ?  ' 

'  Yes  ? ' 

'  Suppose  I  went  from  room   to   room, 
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and  searched  everything,  and  peeped  in 
everywhere  ?  Do  you  think  there  would 
be  any  chance ? ' 

The  quick-witted  Major  anticipated  the 
nature  of  my  question.  He  followed  my 
example  ;  he,  too,  started  to  his  feet,  with  a 
new  idea  in  his  mind. 

'  Would  there  be  any  chance,'  I  went 
on,  '  of  my  finding  my  own  way  to  my 
husband's  secret,  in  this  house  ?  One 
word  of  reply,  Major  Fitz-David  !  Only 
one  word — Yes,  or  No  ? ' 

'  Don't  excite  yourself ! '  cried  the 
Major. 

'  Yes,  or  No  ? '  I  repeated,  more 
vehemently  than  ever. 

'  Yes,'  said  the  Major — after  a  moment's 
consideration. 

It  was  the  reply  I  had  asked  for;  but 
it  was  not  explicit  enough — now  I  had  got 
it — to  satisfy  me,  I  felt  the  necessity  of 
leading  him  (if  possible)  into  details. 

'  Does  "  Yes  "  mean  that  there  is  some 
sort  of  clue  to  the  mystery  ? '  I  asked. 
'  Something,  for  instance,  which  my  eyes 
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might  see,  and  my  hands  might  touch,  if  I 
could  only  find  it  ? ' 

He  considered  again.  I  saw  that  I 
had  succeeded  in  interesting  him,  in  some 
way  unknown  to  myself;  and  I  waited 
patiently  until  he  was  prepared  to  answer 
me. 

'  The  thing  you  mention,'  he  said  ;  '  the 
clue  (as  you  call  it)  might  be  seen  and 
might  be  touched — supposing  you  could 
find  it.' 

'  In  this  house  ? '  I  asked. 

The  Major  advanced  a  step  nearer  to 
me,  and  answered, 

'  In  this  room.' 

My  head  began  to  swim ;  my  heart 
throbbed  violently.  I  tried  to  speak  ;  it 
was  in  vain  ;  the  effort  almost  choked  me. 
In  the  silence,  I  could  hear  the  music 
lesson  still  sfoin^  on  in  the  room  above. 
The  future  prima-donna  had  done  prac- 
tising her  scales,  and  was  trying  her  voice 
now  in  selections  from  Italian  operas.  At 
the  moment  when  I  first  heard  her,  she 
was  singing  the  lovely  air  from  the  Son- 
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nambula,  '  Come  per  me  serene'  I  never 
hear  that  delicious  melody,  to  this  day, 
without  being  instantly  transported  in  ima- 
gination to  the  fatal  back-room  in  Vivian 
Place. 

The  Major — strongly  affected  himself, 
by  this  time — was  the  first  to  break  the 
silence. 

'  Sit  down  again,'  he  said  ;  '  and  pray 
take  the  easy  chair.  You  are  very  much 
agitated  ;  you  want  rest.' 

He  was  right.  I  could  stand  no  longer; 
I  dropped  into  the  chair.  Major  Fitz- 
David  rang  the  bell,  and  spoke  a  few 
words  to  the  servant  at  the  door. 

'  I  have  been  here  a  long  time,'  I  said, 
faintly.     '  Tell  me  if  I  am  in  the  way.' 

'In  the  way?'  he  repeated,  with  his 
irresistible  smile.  'You  forget  that  you 
are  in  your  own  house  ! ' 

The  servant  returned  to  us,  bringing 
with  him  a  tiny  bottle  of  champagne,  and  a 
plate-full  of  delicate  little  sugared  biscuits. 

'  I  have  had  this  wine  bottled  expressly 
for    the   ladies,'    said    the    Major.      '  The 
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biscuits  come  to  me  direct  from  Paris. 
As  a  favour  to   mc  you   must   take  some 

refreshment.     And  then '  he  stopped, 

and  looked  at  me  very  attentively.  '  And 
then;  he  resumed,  '  shall  I  go  to  my  young 
prima-donna  upstairs,  and  leave  you  here 
alone  ?' 

It  was  impossible  to  hint  more  deli- 
cately at  the  one  request  which  I  now 
had  it  in  my  mind  to  make  to  him.  I  took 
his  hand  and  pressed  it  gratefully. 

'  The  tranquillity  of  my  whole  life  to 
come,  is  at  stake,'  I  said.  '  When  I  am 
left  here  by  myself,  does  your  generous 
sympathy  permit  me  to  examine  every- 
thing in  the  room  ? ' 

He  signed  to  me  to  drink  the  cham- 
pagne, and  to  eat  a  biscuit,  before  he  gave 
his  answer. 

'  This  is  serious,'  he  said.  '  I  wish  you 
to  be  in  perfect  possession  of  yourself. 
Restore  your  strength — and  then  I  will 
speak  to  you.' 

I  did  as  he  bade  me.  In  a  minute 
from  the  time  when  I  drank  it,  the  deli- 


THE  DEFEAT  OF   THE  MAJOR.  143 

cious  sparkling  wine  had  begun  to  revive 
me. 

'  Is  it  your  express  wish,'  he  resumed, 
'  that  I  should  leave  you  here  by  yourself, 
to  search  the  room  ? ' 

'  It  is  my  express  wish,'  I  answered. 

'  I  take  a  heavy  responsibility  on  my- 
self in  granting  your  request.  But  I  grant 
it  for  all  that,  because  I  sincerely  believe — 
as  you  believe — that  the  tranquillity  of 
your  life  to  come  depends  on  your  dis- 
covering the  truth.'  Saying  those  words, 
he  took  two  keys  from  his  pocket,  '  You 
will  naturally  feel  a  suspicion,'  he  went  on, 
'  of  any  locked  doors  that  you  may  find 
here.  The  only  locked  places  in  the  room 
are  the  doors  of  the  cupboards  under  the 
long  bookcase,  and  the  door  of  the  Italian 
cabinet  in  that  corner.  The  small  key 
opens  the  bookcase  cupboards ;  the  long 
key  opens  the  cabinet  door.' 

With  that  explanation,  he  laid  the  keys 
before  me  on  the  table. 

'  Thus  far,'  he  said,  '  I  have  rigidly 
respected  the  promise  which  I  made  to  your 
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husband.  I  shall  continue  to  be  faithful 
to  my  promise,  whatever  may  be  the  result 
of  your  examination  of  the  room.  I  am 
bound  in  honour  not  to  assist  you,  by  word 
or  deed.  I  am  not  even  at  liberty  to  offer 
you  the  slightest  hint.  Is  that  under- 
stood ? ' 

'  Certainly ! ' 

'  Very  good.  I  have  now  a  last  word 
of  warning  to  give  you — and  then  I  have 
done.  If  you  do  by  any  chance  succeed  in 
laying  your  hand  on  the  clue,  remember 
this — the  discovery  wJiicJi  follows  will  be  a 
terrible  one.  If  you  have  any  doubt  about 
your  capacity  to  sustain  a  shock  which  will 
strike  you  to  the  soul,  for  God's  sake  give 
up  the  idea  of  finding  out  your  husband's 
secret,  at  once  and  for  ever ! ' 

'  I  thank  you  for  your  warning,  Major. 
I  must  face  the  consequences  of  making 
the  discovery,  whatever  they  may  be.' 

'  You  are  positively  resolved  ? ' 

'  Positively.' 

'  Very  well.  Take  any  time  you  please. 
The  house,  and  every  person  in  it,  is  at 
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your  disposal.  Ring  the  bell  once,  if  you 
want  the  man  servant.  Ring  twice,  if  you 
wish  the  housemaid  to  wait  on  you.  From 
time  to  time,  I  shall  just  look  in  myself  to 
see  how  you  are  going  on.  I  am  respon- 
sible for  your  comfort  and  security,  you 
know,  while  you  honour  me  by  remaining 
under  my  roof.' 

He  lifted  my  hand  to  his  lips,  and  fixed 
a  last  attentive  look  on  me. 

'  I  hope  I  am  not  running  too  great  a 
risk,'  he  said — more  to  himself  than  to  me. 
'  The  women  have  led  me  into  many  a 
rash  action,  in  my  time.  Have  you  led 
me,  I  wonder,  into  the  rashest  action  of 
all?' 

With  those  ominous  last  words  he 
bowed  gravely,  and  left  me  alone  in  the 
room. 


vol.  1. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE    SEARCH. 

The  fire  burning  in  the  orate  was  not  a 
very  large  one  ;  and  the  outer  air  (as  I  had 
noticed  on  my  way  to  the  house)  had 
something  of  a  wintry  sharpness  in  it,  that 
day. 

Still,  my  first  feeling  when  Major  Fitz- 
David  left  me,  was  a  feeling  of  heat  and 
oppression — with  its  natural  result,  a  diffi- 
culty of  breathing  freely.  The  nervous 
agitation  of  the  time  was,  I  suppose, 
answerable  for  these  sensations.  I  took 
off  my  bonnet  and  mantle  and  gloves,  and 
opened  the  window  for  a  little  while. 
Nothing  was  to  be  seen  outside  but  a 
paved  courtyard  (with  a  skylight  in  the 
middle),  closed  at  the  farther  end  by  the 
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wall  of  the  Major's  stables.  A  few  minutes 
at  the  window  cooled  and  refreshed  me. 
I  shut  it  down  again,  and  took  my  first 
step  on  the  way  to  discovery.  In  other 
words,  I  began  my  first  examination  of  the 
four  walls  round  me,  and  of  all  that  they 
enclosed. 

I  was  amazed  at  my  own  calmness. 
My  interview  with  Major  Fitz-David  had, 
perhaps,  exhausted  my  capacity  for  feeling 
any  strong  emotion — for  the  time  at  least. 
It  was  a  relief  to  me  to  be  alone  ;  it  was  a 
relief  to  me  to  begin  the  search.  Those 
were  my  only  sensations,  so  far. 

The  shape  of  the  room  was  oblong. 
Of  the  two  shorter  walls,  one  contained 
the  door  in  grooves  which  I  have  already 
mentioned  as  communicating  with  the  front 
room  ;  the  other  was  almost  entirely  occu- 
pied by  the  broad  window  which  looked 
out  on  the  courtyard. 

Taking  the  doorway  wall  first,  what 
was  there,  in  the  shape  of  furniture,  on 
either  side  of  it  ?  There  was  a  card-table 
on   either   side.      Above   each   card- table 

L  2 
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stood  a  magnificent  china  bowl,  placed  on  a 
gilt  and  carved  bracket  fixed  to  the  wall. 

I  opened  the  card-tables.  The  drawers 
beneath  contained  nothing  but  cards,  and 
the  usual  counters  and  markers.  With  the 
exception  of  one  pack,  the  cards  in  both 
tables  were  still  wrapped  in  their  paper 
covers  exactly  as  they  had  come  from  the 
shop.  I  examined  the  loose  pack,  card  by 
card.  No  writing — no  mark  of  any  kind 
— was  visible  on  any  one  of  them.  As- 
sisted by  a  library  ladder  which  stood 
against  the  bookcase,  I  looked  next  into 
the  two  china  bowls.  Both  were  perfectly 
empty.  Was  there  anything  more  to  ex- 
amine on  that  side  of  the  room  ?  In  the 
two  corners  there  were  two  little  chairs  of 
inlaid  wood,  with  red  silk  cushions.  I 
turned  them  up,  and  looked  under  the 
cushions  ;  and  still  I  made  no  discoveries. 
When  I  had  put  the  chairs  back  in  their 
places,  my  search  on  one  side  of  the  room 
was  complete.  So  far,  I  had  found 
nothing. 

o 
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I  crossed  to  the  opposite  wall — the  wall 
which  contained  the  window. 

The  window  (occupying,  as  I  have  said, 
almost  the  entire  length  and  height  of  the 
wall)  was  divided  into  three  compartments, 
and  was  adorned  at  either  extremity  by 
handsome  curtains  of  dark  red  velvet.  The 
ample,  heavy  folds  of  the  velvet,  left  just 
room  at  the  two  corners  of  the  wall,  for 
two  antique  upright  cabinets  in  buhl ;  con- 
taining rows  of  drawers,  and  supporting 
two  fine  bronze  reproductions  (reduced  in 
size)  of  the  Venus  Milo  and  the  Venus 
Callipyge.  I  had  Major  Fitz-David's  per- 
mission to  do  just  what  I  pleased.  I 
opened  the  six  drawers  in  each  cabinet, 
and  examined  their  contents  without  hesi- 
tation. 

Beginning  with  the  cabinet  in  the  right 
hand  corner,  my  investigations  were  soon 
completed.  All  the  six  drawers  were  alike 
occupied  by  a  collection  of  fossils,  which 
(judging  by  the  curious  paper  inscriptions 
fixed  on    some  of  them)   were  associated 
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with  a  past  period  of  the  Major's  life  when 
he  had  speculated,  not  very  successfully,  in 
mines.  After  satisfying  myself  that  the 
drawers  contained  nothing  but  the  fossils 
and  their  inscriptions,  I  turned  to  the 
cabinet  in  the  left  hand  corner  next. 

Here,  a  variety  of  objects  was  revealed 
to  view  ;  and  the  examination  accordingly 
occupied  a  much  longer  time. 

The  top  drawer  contained  a  complete 
collection  of  carpenter's  tools  in  miniature  ; 
relics  probably  of  the  far  distant  time  when 
the  Major  was  a  boy,  and  when  parents  or 
friends  had  made  him  a  present  of  a  set  of 
toy-tools.  The  second  drawer  was  filled 
with  toys  of  another  sort — presents  made 
to  Major  Fitz-David  by  his  fair  friends. 
Embroidered  braces,  smart  smoking-caps, 
quaint  pincushions,  gorgeous  slippers,  glit- 
tering purses,  all  bore  witness  to  the  popu- 
larity of  the  friend  of  the  women.  The 
contents  of  the  third  drawer  were  of  a  less 
interesting  sort :  the  entire  space  was  filled 
with  old  account  books,  ranging  over  a 
period  of  many  years.      After  looking  into 
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each  book,  and  opening  and  shaking  it 
uselessly,  in  search  of  any  loose  papers 
which  might  be  hidden  between  the  leaves, 
I  came  to  the  fourth  drawer,  and  found 
more  relics  of  past  pecuniary  transactions 
in  the  shape  of  receipted  bills,  neatly  tied 
together  and  each  inscribed  at  the  back. 
Among  the  bills,  I  found  nearly  a  dozen 
loose  papers,  all  equally  unimportant.  The 
fifth  drawer  was  in  sad  confusion.  I  took 
out  first  a  loose  bundle  of  ornamental  cards, 
each  containing  the  list  of  dishes  at  past 
banquets  given,  or  attended,  by  the  Major, 
in  London  and  Paris — next,  a  box  full  of 
delicately  tinted  quill  pens  (evidently  a 
lady's  gift) — next,  a  quantity  of  old  invita- 
tion cards — next,  some  dog's-eared  French 
plays  and  books  of  the  opera — next,  a 
pocket-corkscrew,  a  bundle  of  cigarettes, 
and  a  bunch  of  rusty  keys — lastly,  a  pass- 
port, a  set  of  luggage  labels,  a  broken  silver 
snuff-box,  two  cigar-cases,  and  a  torn  map 
of  Rome.  '  Nothing  anywhere  to  interest 
me,'  I  thought,  as  I  closed  the  fifth,  and 
opened  the  sixth,  and  last,  drawer. 
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The  sixth  drawer  was  at  once  a  sur- 
prise and  a  disappointment.  It  literally 
contained  nothing  but  the  fragments  of  a 
broken  vase. 

I  was  sitting,  at  the  time,  opposite  to 
the  cabinet,  in  a  low  chair.  In  the  mo- 
mentary irritation  caused  by  my  discovery 
of  the  emptiness  of  the  last  drawer,  I  had 
just  lifted  my  foot  to  push  it  back  into  its 
place — when  the  door  communicating  with 
the  hall  opened ;  and  Major  Fitz-David 
stood  before  me. 

His  eyes,  after  first  meeting  mine, 
travelled  downwards  to  my  foot.  The 
instant  he  noticed  the  open  drawer,  I  saw 
a  change  in  his  face.  It  was  only  for  a 
moment ;  but,  in  that  moment,  he  looked 
at  me  with  a  sudden  suspicion  and  surprise 
— looked  as  if  he  had  caught  me  with  my 
hand  on  the  clue. 

'  Pray  don't  let  me  disturb  you,'  he  said. 
'  I  have   only  looked   in  for  a  moment  to 
ask  you  a  question.' 
1  What  is  it,  Major  ? ' 
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'  Have  you  met  with  any  letters  of  mine, 
in  the  course  of  your  investigations  ? ' 

'  I  have  found  none  yet,'  I  answered. 
'If  I  do  discover  any  letters,  I  shall  of 
course  not  take  the  liberty  of  examining 
them.' 

'  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you  about  that,' 
he  rejoined.  '  It  only  struck  me  a  moment 
since,  upstairs,  that  my  letters  might  em- 
barrass you.  In  your  place,  I  should  feel 
some  distrust  of  anything  which  I  was  not 
at  liberty  to  examine.  I  think  I  can  set 
this  matter  right,  however,  with  very  little 
trouble  to  either  of  us.  It  is  no  violation 
of  any  promises  or  pledges  on  my  part,  if  I 
simply  tell  you  that  my  letters  will  not 
assist  the  discovery  which  you  are  trying  to 
make.  You  can  safely  pass  them  over  as 
objects  that  are  not  worth  examining  from 
your  point  of  view.  You  understand  me,  I 
am  sure  ? ' 

'  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  Major — I 
quite  understand.' 

'  Are  you  feeling  any  fatigue  ?  ' 
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'  None  whatever — thank  you.' 

'  And  you  still  hope  to  succeed?  You  are 
not  beginning  to  be  discouraged  already  ? ' 

'  I  am  not  in  the  least  discouraged. 
With  your  kind  leave  I  mean  to  persevere 
for  some  time  yet.' 

I  had  not  closed  the  drawer  of  the 
cabinet,  while  we  were  talking ;  and  I 
glanced  carelessly,  as  I  answered  him,  at 
the  fragments  of  the  broken  vase.  By  this 
time  he  had  got  his  feelings  under  perfect 
command.  He,  too,  glanced  at  the  frag- 
ments of  the  vase,  with  an  appearance  of 
perfect  indifference.  I  remembered  the 
look  of  suspicion  and  surprise  that  had 
escaped  him  on  entering  the  room  ;  and  I 
thought  his  indifference  a  little  over-acted. 

'  That  doesn't  look  very  encouraging,' 
he  said  with  a  smile,  pointing  to  the  shat- 
tered pieces  of  china  in  the  drawer. 

'  Appearances  are  not  always  to  be 
trusted,'  I  replied.  '  The  wisest  thing  I 
can  do,  in  my  present  situation,  is  to  sus- 
pect everything — even  down  to  a  broken 
vase.' 
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I  looked  hard  at  him  as  I  spoke.  He 
changed  the  subject. 

'  Does  the  music  upstairs  annoy  you  ? ' 
he  asked. 

'  Not  in  the  least,  Major.' 

'  It  will  soon  be  over  now.  The  singing 
master  is  going ;  and  the  Italian  master 
has  just  arrived.  I  am  sparing  no  pains  to 
make  my  young  prima-donna  a  most  ac- 
complished person.  In  learning  to  sing, 
she  must  also  learn  the  language  which  is 
especially  the  language  of  music.  I  shall 
perfect  her  in  the  accent  when  I  take  her 
to  Italy.  It  is  the  height  of  my  ambition 
to  have  her  mistaken  for  an  Italian  when 
she  sings  in  public.  Is  there  anything  I 
can  do,  before  I  leave  you  again  ?  May  I 
send  you  some  more  champagne  ?  Please 
say  yes ! ' 

'  A  thousand  thanks,  Major.  No  more 
champagne  for  the  present.' 

He  turned  at  the  door,  to  kiss  his  hand 
to  me  at  parting.  At  the  same  moment  I 
saw  his  eyes  wander  slily  towards  the 
bookcase.      It  was  only  for  an  instant.     I 


156  THE  LAW  and   THE   LADY. 

had  barely  detected  him  before  he  was  out 
of  the  room. 

Left  by  myself  again,  I  looked  at  the 
bookcase — looked  at  it  attentively  for  the 
first  time. 

It  was  a  handsome  piece  of  furniture  in 
ancient  carved  oak  ;  and  it  stood  against 
the  wall  which  ran  parallel  with  the  hall  of 
the  house.  Excepting  the  space  occupied, 
in  the  upper  corner  of  the  room,  by  the 
second  door  which  opened  into  the  hall,  the 
bookcase  filled  the  whole  length  of  the  wall 
down  to  the  window.  The  top  was  orna- 
mented by  vases,  candelabra,  and  statuettes, 
in  pairs,  placed  in  a  row.  Looking  along 
the  row,  I  noticed  a  vacant  space  on  the 
top  of  the  bookcase,  at  the  extremity  of  it 
which  was  nearest  to  the  window.  The  op- 
posite extremity,  nearest  to  the  door,  was 
occupied  by  a  handsome  painted  vase  of  a 
very  peculiar  pattern.  Where  was  the 
corresponding  vase,  which  ought  to  have 
been  placed  at  the  corresponding  extremity 
of  the  bookcase  ?  I  returned  to  the  open 
sixth  drawer  of  the  cabinet,  and  looked  in 
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again.  There  was  no  mistaking  the  pattern 
on  the  fragments,  when  I  examined  them 
now.  The  vase  which  had  been  broken, 
was  the  vase  which  had  stood  in  the  place 
now  vacant- on  the  top  of  the  bookcase,  at 
the  end  nearest  to  the  window. 

Making  this  discovery,  I  took  out  the 
fragments  down  to  the  smallest  morsel  of 
the  shattered  china,  and  examined  them 
carefully  one  after  another. 

I  was  too  ignorant  of  the  subject  to 
be  able  to  estimate  the  value  of  the  vase, 
or  the  antiquity  of  the  vase — or  even 
to  know  whether  it  was  of  British  or 
of  foreign  manufacture.  The  ground  was 
of  a  delicate  cream-colour.  The  orna- 
ments traced  on  this  were  wreaths  of 
flowers  and  cupids,  surrounding  a  medal- 
lion on  either  side  of  the  vase.  Upon  the 
space  within  one  of  the  medallions  was 
painted  with  exquisite  delicacy  a  woman's 
head  ;  representing  a  nymph,  or  a  goddess, 
or  perhaps  a  portrait  of  some  celebrated 
person — I  was  not  learned  enough  to  say 
which.     The  other  medallion  enclosed  the 
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head  of  a  man,  also  treated  in  the  classical 
style.  Reclining  shepherds  and  shepherd- 
esses, in  Watteau  costume,  with  their  dogs 
and  their  sheep,  formed  the  adornments  of 
the  pedestal.  Such  had  the  vase  been  in 
the  days  of  its  prosperity  when  it  stood  on 
the  top  of  the  bookcase.  By  what  accident 
had  it  become  broken  ?  And  why  had  Major 
Fitz-David's  face  changed  when  he  found 
that  I  had  discovered  the  remains  of  his 
shattered  work  of  Art  in  the  cabinet  drawer  ? 

The  remains  left  those  serious  ques- 
tions unanswered — the  remains  told  me 
absolutely  nothing.  And  yet,  if  my  own 
observation  of  the  Major  was  to  be 
trusted,  the  way  to  the  clue  of  which  I  was 
in  search,  lay — directly  or  indirectly — 
through  the  broken  vase  ! 

It  was  useless  to  pursue  the  question, 
knowing  no  more  than  I  knew  now.  I  re- 
turned to  the  bookcase. 

Thus  far,  I  had  assumed  (without  any 
sufficient  reason)  that  the  clue  of  which  I 
was  in  search,  must  necessarily  reveal  itself 
through  a  written  paper  of  some  sort.      It 
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now  occurred  to  me — after  the  movement 
which  I  had  detected  on  the  part  of  the 
Major — that  the  clue  might  quite  as  pro- 
bably present  itself  in  the  form  of  a  book. 

I  looked  alonsf  the  lower  rows  of 
shelves  ;  standing  just  near  enough  to  them 
to  read  the  titles  on  the  backs  of  the 
volumes.  I  saw  Voltaire  in  red  morocco  ; 
Shakespeare  in  blue ;  Walter  Scott  in 
green  ;  the  History  of  England  in  brown  ; 
the  Annual  Register  in  yellow  calf.  There 
I  paused,  wearied  and  discouraged  already 
by  the  long  rows  of  volumes.  How  (I 
thought  to  myself)  am  I  to  examine  all 
these  books  ?  And  what  am  I  to  look  for, 
even  if  I  do  examine  them  all  ? 

Major  Fitz-David  had  spoken  of  a  ter- 
rible misfortune  which  had  darkened  my 
husband's  past  life.  In  what  possible  way 
could  any  trace  of  that  misfortune,  or  any 
suggestive  hint  of  something  resembling  it, 
exist  in  the  archives  of  the  Annual  Register 
or  in  the  pages  of  Voltaire  ?  The  bare 
idea  of  such  a  thing  seemed  absurd.  The 
mere  attempt  to  make  a  serious  examina- 
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tion  in  this  direction  was  surely  a  wanton 
waste  of  time  ? 

And  yet,  the  Major  had  certainly  stolen 
a  look  at  the  bookcase.  And  again,  the 
broken  vase  had  once  stood  on  the  book- 
case. Did  these  circumstances  justify  me 
in  connecting  the  vase  and  the  bookcase 
as  twin  landmarks  on  the  way  that  led  to 
discovery  ?  The  question  was  not  an  easy 
one  to  decide,  on  the  spur  of  the  moment. 

I  looked  up  at  the  higher  shelves. 

Here  the  collection  of  books  exhibited 
a  greater  variety.  The  volumes  were 
smaller,  and  were  not  so  carefully  arranged 
as  on  the  lower  shelves.  Some  were  bound 
in  cloth ;  some  were  only  protected  by 
paper  covers.  One  or  two  had  fallen,  and 
lay  flat  on  the  shelves.  Here  and  there  I 
saw  empty  spaces  from  which  books  had 
been  removed  and  not  replaced.  In  short, 
there  was  no  discouraging  uniformity  in 
these  higher  regions  of  the  bookcase.  The 
untidy  top  shelves  looked  suggestive  of 
some  lucky  accident  which  might  unex- 
pectedly lead  the  way  to  success.     I  de- 
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cided,  if  I  did  examine  the  bookcase  at  all, 
to  begin  at  the  top. 

Where  was  the  library  ladder  ? 

I  had  left  it  against  the  partition  wall 
which  divided  the  back  room  from  the  room 
in  front.  Looking  that  way,  I  necessarily 
looked  also  towards  the  door  that  ran 
in  grooves — the  imperfectly-closed  door 
through  which  I  had  heard  Major  Fitz- 
David  question  his  servant  on  the  subject 
of  my  personal  appearance,  when  I  first 
entered  the  house.  No  one  had  moved 
this  door,  during  the  time  of  my  visit. 
Everybody  entering  or  leaving  the  room, 
had  used  the  other  door  which  led  into  the 
hall. 

At  the  moment  when  I  looked  round, 
something  stirred  in  the  front  room.  The 
movement  let  the  light  in  suddenly,  through 
the  small  open  space  left  by  the  partially- 
closed  door.  Had  somebody  been  watch- 
ing me  through  the  chink  ?  I  stepped 
softly  to  the  door,  and  pushed  it  back  until 
it  was  wide  open.  There  was  the  Major, 
discovered  in  the  front  room  !     I  saw  it  in 
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his  face — he  had  been  watching  me  at  the 
bookcase ! 

His  hat  was  in  his  hand.  He  was  evi- 
dently going  out ;  and  he  dexterously  took 
advantage  of  that  circumstance  to  give  a 
plausible  reason  for  being  so  near  the  door. 

'  I  hope  I  didn't  frighten  you,'  he 
said. 

'  You  startled  me  a  little,  Major.' 

'  I  am  so  sorry,  and  so  ashamed  !  I 
was  just  going  to  open  the  door,  and  tell 
you  that  I  am  obliged  to  go  out.  I  have 
received  a  pressing  message  from  a  lady. 
A  charming  person — I  should  so  like  you 
to  know  her !  She  is  in  sad  trouble,  poor 
thing.  Little  bills,  you  know,  and  nasty 
tradespeople  who  want  their  money,  and  a 
husband — oh,  dear  me,  a  husband  who  is 
quite  unworthy  of  her  !  A  most  interesting 
creature.  You  remind,  me  of  her  a  little — 
you  both  have  the  same  carriage  of  the 
head.  I  shall  not  be  more  than  half-an- 
hour  gone.  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ? 
You  are  looking  fatigued.  Pray  let  me 
send  for  some    more   champagne !       No  ? 
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Promise  to  ring  when  you  want  it.  That's 
right !  Au  revoir,  my  charming  friend — 
au  revoir  ! ' 

I  pulled  the  door  to  again,  the  moment 
his  back  was  turned  ;  and  sat  down  for  a 
while  to  compose  myself. 

He  had  been  watching  me  at  the  book- 
case !  The  man  who  was  in  my  husband's 
confidence,  the  man  who  knew  where  the 
clue  was  to  be  found,  had  been  watching- 
me  at  the  bookcase !  There  was  no  doubt 
of  it  now.  Major  Fitz-David  had  shown 
me  the  hiding-place  of  the  secret,  in  spite 
of  himself ! 

I  looked  with  indifference  at  the  other 
pieces  of  furniture,  ranged  against  the 
fourth  wall,  which  I  had  not  examined  yet. 
I  surveyed,  without  the  slightest  feeling  of 
curiosity,  all  the  little  elegant  trifles  scat- 
tered on  the  tables  and  on  the  chimney- 
piece  ;  each  one  of  which  might  have  been 
an  object  of  suspicion  to  me  under  other 
circumstances.  Even  the  water-colour 
drawings  failed  to  interest  me,  in  my  pre- 
sent frame  of  mind.      I  observed  languidly 
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that  they  were  most  of  them  portraits  of 
ladies— fair  idols,  no  doubt,  of  the  Major's 
facile  adoration— and  I  cared  to  notice  no 
more.  My  business  in  that  room  (I  was 
certain  of  it  now  !)  began  and  ended  with 
the  bookcase.  I  left  my  seat  to  fetch  the 
library  ladder  ;  determining  to  begin  the 
work  of  investigation  on  the  top  shelves. 

On  my  way  to  the  ladder  I  passed  one 
of  the  tables,  and  saw  the  keys  lying  on  it 
which  Major  Fitz-David  had  left  at  my 
disposal. 

The  smaller  of  the  two  keys  instantly 
reminded  me  of  the  cupboards  under  the 
bookcase.  I  had  strangely  overlooked 
these.  A  vague  distrust  of  the  locked 
doors,  a  vague  doubt  of  what  they  might 
be  hiding  from  me,  stole  into  my  mind.  I 
left  the  ladder  in  its  place  against  the  wall, 
and  set  myself  to  examine  the  contents  of 
the  cupboards  first. 

The  cupboards  were  three  in  number. 
As  I  opened  the  first  of  them,  the  singing 
upstairs  ceased.  For  a  moment  there  was 
something  almost  oppressive  in  the  sudden 
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change  from  noise  to  silence.  I  suppose 
my  nerves  must  have  been  over-wrought. 
The  next  sound  in  the  house — nothing 
more  remarkable  than  the  creaking  of  a 
man's  boots,  descending  the  stairs — made 
me  shudder  all  over.  The  man  was  no 
doubt  the  singing  master,  going  away  after 
giving  his  lesson.  I  heard  the  house  door 
close  on  him — and  started  at  the  familiar 
sound  as  if  it  was  something  terrible  which 
I  had  never  heard  before !  Then  there 
was  silence  again.  I  roused  myself  as  well 
as  I  could,  and  began  my  examination  of 
the  first  cupboard. 

It  was  divided  into  two  compart- 
ments. 

The  top  compartment  contained  no- 
thing but  boxes  of  cigars,  ranged  in  rows 
one  on  another.  The  under  compartment 
was  devoted  to  a  collection  of  shells.  They 
were  all  huddled  together  anyhow — the 
Major  evidently  setting  a  far  higher  value 
on  his  cigars  than  on  his  shells.  I  searched 
this  lower  compartment  carefully  for  any 
object  interesting  to   me  which  might  be 
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hidden  in  it.  Nothing  was  to  be  found 
in  any  part  of  it,  besides  the  shells. 

As  I  opened  the  second  cupboard,  it 
struck  me  that  the  light  was  beginning  to 
fail. 

I  looked  at  the  window.  It  was  hardly 
evening  yet.  The  darkening  of  the  light 
was  produced  by  gathering  clouds.  Rain- 
drops pattered  against  the  glass  ;  the 
autumn  wind  whistled  mournfully  in  the 
corners  of  the  courtyard.  I  mended  the 
fire  before  I  renewed  my  search.  My 
nerves  were  in  fault  again,  I  suppose.  I 
shivered  when  I  went  back  to  the  book- 
case. My  hands  trembled  :  I  wondered 
what  was  the  matter  with  me. 

The  second  cupboard  revealed  (in  the 
upper  division  of  it)  some  really  beautiful 
cameos  ;  not  mounted,  but  laid  on  cotton 
wool,  in  neat  cardboard  trays.  In  one 
corner,  half  hidden  under  one  of  the  trays, 
there  peeped  out  the  white  leaves  of  a  little 
manuscript.  The  manuscript  proved  to  be 
a  descriptive  catalogue  of  the  cameos  — 
nothing  more  ! 
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Turning  to  the  lower  division  of  the 
cupboard,  I  found  more  costly  curiosities, 
in  the  shape  of  ivory  carvings  from  Japan, 
and  specimens  of  rare  silk  from  China.  I 
began  to  feel  weary  of  disinterring  the 
Major's  treasures.  The  longer  I  searched, 
the  farther  I  seemed  to  remove  myself  from 
the  one  object  that  I  had  it  at  heart  to 
attain.  After  closing  the  door  of  the 
second  cupboard,  I  almost  doubted  whether 
it  would  be  worth  my  while  to  proceed 
farther,  and  open  the  third  and  last  door. 

A  little  reflection  convinced  me  that 
it  would  be  as  well,  now  that  I  had  beeun 
my  examination  of  the  lower  regions  of 
the  bookcase,  to  go  on  with  it  to  the  end. 
I  opened  the  last  cupboard. 

On  the  upper  shelf  there  appeared,  in 
solitary  grandeur,  one  object  only — a 
gorgeously-bound  book. 

It  was  of  a  larger  size  than  usual,  judg- 
ing of  it  by  comparison  with  the  dimensions 
of  modern  volumes.  The  binding  was  of 
blue  velvet,  with  clasps  of  silver  worked  in 
beautiful    arabesque    patterns,     and    with 
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a  lock  of  the  same  precious  metal  to  protect 
the  book  from  prying  eyes.  When  I  took 
it  up,  I  found  that  the  lock  was  not  closed. 

Had  I  any  right  to  take  advantage  of 
this  accident,  and  open  the  book  ?  I  have 
put  the  question,  since,  to  some  of  my 
friends,  of  both  sexes.  The  women  all 
agree  that  I  was  perfectly  justified — con- 
sidering the  serious  interests  that  I  had  at 
stake — in  taking  any  advantage  of  any  book 
in  the  Major's  house.  The  men  differ  from 
this  view,  and  declare  that  I  ought  to  have 
put  back  the  volume  in  blue  velvet,  un- 
opened ;  carefully  guarding  myself  from 
any  after-temptation  to  look  at  it  again,  by 
locking  the  cupboard  door.  I  dare  say  the 
men  are  right. 

Being  a  woman,  however,  I  opened  the 
book,  without  a  moment's  hesitation. 

The  leaves  were  of  the  finest  vellum, 
with  tastefully-designed  illuminations  all 
round  them.  And  what  did  these  highly 
ornamented  pages  contain  ?  To  my  un- 
utterable amazement  and  disgust,  they 
contained  locks  of  hair,  let  neatly  into  the 
centre    of    each    page — with    inscriptions 


THE  SEARCH.  169 

beneath,  which  proved  them  to  be  love- 
tokens  from  various  ladies,  who  had  touched 
the  Major's  susceptible  heart  at  different 
periods  of  his  life.  The  inscriptions  were 
written  in  other  languages  besides  English  ; 
but  they  appeared  to  be  equally  devoted  to 
the  same  curious  purpose — namely,  to  re- 
minding the  Major  of  the  dates  at  which 
his  various  attachments  had  come  to  an 
untimely  end.  Thus,  the  first  page  exhi- 
bited a  lock  of  the  lightest  flaxen  hair,  with 
these  lines  beneath  :  '  My  adored  Madeline. 
Eternal    constancy.      Alas  :     July    22nd, 

1839  ! '  The  next  page  was  adorned  by  a 
darker  shade  of  hair,  with  a  French  inscrip- 
tion under  it  :  '  Clemence.  Idole  de  mon 
ame.     Toujours  fidele.     Helas  :   2me  Avril, 

1840  ! '  A  lock  of  red  hair  followed — with 
a  lamentation  in  Latin  under  it ;  a  note 
being  attached  to  the  date  of  dissolution  of 
partnership,  in  this  case,  stating  that  the 
lady  was  descended  from  the  ancient 
Romans,  and  was  therefore  mourned  ap- 
propriately in  Latin  by  her  devoted  Fitz- 
David.  More  shades  of  hair,  and  more 
inscriptions  followed,  until  I  was  weary  of 
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looking  at  them.  I  put  down  the  book 
disgusted  with  the  creatures  who  had 
assisted  in  filling  it — and  then  took  it  up 
again,  by  an  after-thought.  Thus  far,  I  had 
thoroughly  searched  everything  that  had 
presented  itself  to  my  notice.  Agreeable 
or  not  agreeable,  it  was  plainly  of  serious 
importance  to  my  own  interests  to  go  on  as 
I  had  begun,  and  thoroughly  to  search  the 
book. 

I  turned  over  the  pages  until  I  came  to 
the  first  blank  leaf.  Seeing  that  they  were 
all  blank  leaves  from  this  place  to  the  end, 
I  lifted  the  volume  by  the  back,  and,  as  a 
last  measure  of  precaution,  shook  it  so  as 
to  dislodge  any  loose  papers  or  cards 
which  might  have  escaped  my  notice 
between  the  leaves. 

This  time,  my  patience  was  rewarded 
by  a  discovery  which  indescribably  irri- 
tated and  distressed  me. 

A  small  photograph,  mounted  on  a  card, 
fell  out  of  the  book.  A  first  glance  showed 
me  that  it  represented  the  portraits  of  two 
persons. 
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One  of  the  persons  I  recognised  as  my 
husband. 

The  other  person  was  a  woman. 

Her  face  was  entirely  unknown  to  me. 
She  was  not  young-  The  picture  repre- 
sented her  seated  on  a  chair,  with  my  hus- 
band standing  behind,  and  bending  over 
her,  holding  one  of  her  hands  in  his.  The 
woman's  face  was  hard-featured  and  ugly, 
with  the  marking  lines  of  strong  passions 
and  resolute  self-will  plainly  written  on  it. 
Still,  ugly  as  she  was,  I  felt  a  pang  of 
jealousy  as  I  noticed  the  familiarly-affec- 
tionate action  by  which  the  artist  (with 
the  permission  of  his  sitters,  of  course)  had 
connected  the  two  figures  in  a  group. 
Eustace  had  briefly  told  me,  in  the  days 
of  our  courtship,  that  he  had  more  than 
once  fancied  himself  to  be  in  love,  before 
he  met  with  me.  Could  this  very  unat- 
tractive woman  have  been  one  of  the 
objects  of  his  admiration  ?  Had  she  been 
near  enough  and  dear  enough  to  him,  to 
be  photographed  with  her  hand  in  his  ?  I 
looked  and  looked  at  the  portraits,  until  I 
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could  endure  them  no  longer.  Women  are 
strange  creatures  ;  mysteries  even  to  them- 
selves. I  threw  the  photograph  from  me 
into  a  corner  of  the  cupboard.  I  was 
savagely  angry  with  my  husband  ;  I  hated 
— yes,  hated  with  all  my  heart  and  soul ! — 
the  woman  who  had  got  his  hand  in  hers  ; 
the  unknown  woman  with  the  self-willed 
hard-featured  face. 

All  this  time  the  lower  shelf  of  the  cup- 
board was  still  waiting  to  be  looked  over. 

I  knelt  down  to  examine  it — eager  to 
clear  my  mind,  if  I  could,  of  the  degrading 
jealousy  that  had  got  possession  of  me. 

Unfortunately,  the  lower  shelf  contained 
nothing  but  relics  of  the  Major's  military 
life  ;  comprising  his  sword  and  pistols,  his 
epaulettes,  his  sash,  and  other  minor  accou- 
trements. None  of  these  objects  excited 
the  slightest  interest  in  me.  My  eyes  wan- 
dered back  to  the  upper  shelf;  and,  like 
the  fool  I  was  (there  is  no  milder  word 
that  can  fitly  describe  me  at  that  moment), 
I  took  the  photograph  out  again,  and  en- 
raged myself  uselessly  by  another  look  at 
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it.  This  time  I  observed,  what  I  had 
not  noticed  before,  that  there  were  some 
lines  of  writing  (in  a  woman's  hand)  at 
the  back  of  the  portraits.  The  lines  ran 
thus : — 

'To  Major  Fitz-David,  with  two  vases. 
From  his  friends,  S.  and  E.  M.' 

Was  one  of  those  two  vases  the  vase 
that  had  been  broken  ?  And  was  the 
change  that  I  had  noticed  in  Major  Fitz- 
David's  face  produced  by  some  past  asso- 
ciation in  connection  with  it,  which  in  some 
way  affected  me  ?  It  might  or  might  not 
be  so.  I  was  little  disposed  to  indulge  in 
speculation  on  this  topic,  while  the  far  more 
serious  question  of  the  initials  confronted 
me  on  the  back  of  the  photograph. 

'  S.  and  E.  M.'  ?  Those  last  two 
letters  might  stand  for  the  initials  of  my 
husband's  name — his  true  name — Eustace 
Macallan.  In  this  case,  the  first  letter 
('  S.'),  in  all  probability,  indicated  her 
name.  What  right  had  she  to  associate 
herself  with  him  in  that  manner  ?  I  consi- 
dered a  little — my  memory  exerted  itself — 
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I  suddenly  called  to  mind  that  Eustace 
had  sisters.  He  had  spoken  of  them  more 
than  once,  in  the  time  before  our  mar- 
riage. Had  I  been  mad  enough  to  torture 
myself  with  jealousy  of  my  husband's 
sister  ?  It  might  well  be  so ;  '  S.'  might 
stand  for  his  sister's  Christian  name.  I  felt 
heartily  ashamed  of  myself,  as  this  new 
view  of  the  matter  dawned  on  me.  What 
a  wrong  I  had  done  to  them  both,  in  my 
thoughts  !  I  turned  the  photograph,  sadly 
and  penitently,  to  examine  the  portraits 
again  with  a  kinder  and  truer  appreciation 
of  them. 

I  naturally  looked  now  for  a  family 
likeness  between  the  two  faces.  There 
was  no  family  likeness  :  on  the  contrary, 
they  were  as  unlike  each  other  in  form 
and  expression  as  faces  could  be.  Was 
she  his  sister  after  all  ?  I  looked  at  her 
hands,  as  represented  in  the  portrait.  Her 
right  hand  was  clasped  by  Eustace  :  her 
left  hand  lay  on  her  lap.  On  the  third 
linger — distinctly  visible — there  was  a  wed- 
ding-ring.      Were    any   of   my    husband's 
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sisters  married  ?  I  had  myself  asked  him 
the  question  when  he  mentioned  them  to 
me  ;  and  I  perfectly  remembered  that  he 
had  replied  in  the  negative. 

Was  it  possible  that  my  first  jealous 
instinct  had  led  me  to  the  right  conclusion 
after  all  ?  If  it  had,  what  did  the  asso- 
ciation of  the  three  initial  letters  mean  ? 
What  did  the  wedding-ring  mean  ?  Good 
Heavens  !  was  I  looking  at  the  portrait  of 
a  rival  in  my  husband's  affections — and  was 
that  rival  his  Wife  ? 

I  threw  the  photograph  from  me  with 
a  cry  of  horror.  For  one  terrible  moment, 
I  felt  as  if  my  reason  was  giving  way.  I 
don't  know  what  would  have  happened — 
or  what  I  should  have  done  next — if  my 
love  for  Eustace  had  not  taken  the  upper- 
most place  among  the  contending  emo 
tions  that  tortured  me.  That  faithful  love 
steadied  my  brain.  That  faithful  love 
roused  the  reviving  influences  of  my  better 
and  nobler  sense.  Was  the  man  whom  I 
had  enshrined  in  my  heart  of  hearts,  cap- 
able of  such  base  wickedness  as  the  bare 
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idea  of  his  marriage  to  another  woman 
implied  ?  No ! — mine  was  the  baseness, 
mine  the  wickedness,  in  having  even  for  a 
moment  thought  it  of  him  ! 

I  picked  up  the  detestable  photograph 
from  the  floor,  and  put  it  back  in  the  book. 
I  hastily  closed  the  cupboard  door,  fetched 
the  library  ladder,  and  set  it  against  the 
bookcase.  My  one  idea,  now,  was  the  idea 
of  taking  refuge  in  employment  of  any  sort 
from  my  own  thoughts.  I  felt  the  hateful 
suspicion  that  had  degraded  me,  coming 
back  again  in  spite  of  my  efforts  to  repel 
it.  The  books  !  the  books  !  my  only  hope 
was  to  absorb  myself,  body  and  soul,  in 
the  books. 

I  had  one  foot  on  the  ladder,  when 
I  heard  the  door  of  the  room  open — 
the  door  which  communicated  with  the 
hall. 

I  looked  round,  expecting  to  see  the 
Major.  I  saw  instead  the  Major's  future 
pri ma-donna,  standing  just  inside  the  door, 
with  her  round  eyes  steadily  fixed  on  me. 

'  I    can    stand    a    good    deal,'  the    girl 
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began,  coolly  ;  '  but  I  can't  stand  this  any 
longer.' 

'What  is  it  that  you  can't  stand  any 
longer  ? '  I  asked. 

'  If  you  have  been  here  a  minute,  you 
have  been  here  two  good  hours,'  she  went 
on.  '  All  by  yourself,  in  the  Major's 
study.  I  am  of  a  jealous  disposition — / 
am.  And  I  want  to  know  what  it  means.' 
She  advanced  a  few  steps  nearer  to  me, 
with  a  heightening  colour  and  a  threatening 
look.  '  Is  he  going  to  bring  you  out  on 
the  stage  ? '  she  asked,  sharply. 

'  Certainly  not.' 

'  He  ain't  in  love  with  you — is  he  ? ' 

Under  other  circumstances,  I  might 
have  told  her  to  leave  the  room.  In  my 
position,  at  that  critical  moment,  the  mere 
presence  of  a  human  creature  was  a  posi- 
tive relief  to  me.  Even  this  girl,  with  her 
coarse  questions  and  her  uncultivated  man- 
ners, was  a  welcome  intruder  on  my  soli- 
tude :  she  offered  me  a  refuse  from 
myself. 

'  Your  question  is  not  very  civilly 
vol.   1.  N 
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put,'  I  said.  '  However,  I  excuse  you. 
You  are  probably  not  aware  that  I  am  a 
married  woman.' 

'  What  has  that  got  to  do  with  it  ? ' 
she  retorted.  '  Married,  or  single,  it's  all 
one  to  the  Major.  That  brazen-faced 
husscy  who  calls  herself  Lady  Clarinda  is 
married  —  and  she  sends  him  nosegays 
three  times  a  week !  Not  that  I  care, 
mind  you,,  about  the  old  fool.  But  I've 
lost  my  situation  at  the  railway,  and  I've 
got  my  own  interests  to  look  after,  and  I 
don't  know  what  may  happen  if  I  let  other 
women  come  between  him  and  me.  That's 
where  the  shoe  pinches — don't  you  see  ? 
I'm  not  easy  in  my  mind,  when  I  see  him 
leaving  you  mistress  here  to  do  just  what 
you  like.  No  offence  !  I  speak  out — /do. 
I  want  to  know  what  you  are  about,  all  by 
yourself,  in  this  room  ?  How  did  you  pick 
up  with  the  Major  ?  I  never  heard  him 
speak  of  you  before  to-day.' 

Under  all  the  surface  selfishness  and 
coarseness  of  this  strange  girl,  there  was 
a  certain    frankness    and    freedom    which 
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pleaded  in  her  favour — to  my  mind  at  any 
rate.  I  answered  frankly  and  freely,  on 
my  side. 

'  Major  Fitz- David  is  an  old  friend  of  my 
husband's,'  I  said ;  '  and  he  is  kind  to  me 
for  my  husband's  sake.  He  has  given  me 
permission  to  look  about  in  this  room ' 

I  stopped,  at  a  loss  how  to  describe  my 
employment  in  terms  which  should  tell 
her  nothing,  and  which  should  at  the  same 
time  successfully  set  her  distrust  of  me  at 
rest. 

'  To  look  about  in  this  room — for 
what?'  she  asked.  Her  eye  fell  on  the 
library  ladder,  beside  which  I  was  still 
standing.      '  For  a  book  ? '  she  resumed. 

'  Yes,'  I  said,  taking  the  hint.  '  For  a 
book.' 

'  Haven't  you  found  it  yet  ? ' 

'  No.' 

She  looked  hard  at  me  ;  undisguisedly 
considering  with  herself  whether  I  was,  or 
was  not,  speaking  the  truth. 

'  You  seem  to  be  a  good  sort,'  she 
said,  making  up  her  mind  at  last.   '  There's 
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nothing-  stuck-up  about  you.  I'll  help  you 
if  I  can.  I  have  rummaged  among  the 
books  here  over  and  over  again,  and  I 
know  more  about  them  than  you  do. 
What  book  do  you  want  ? ' 

As  she  put  that  awkward  question,  she 
noticed  for  the  first  time  Lady  Clarinda's 
nosegay  lying  on  the  side  table  where  the 
Major  had  left  it.  Instantly  forgetting  me 
and  my  book,  this  curious  girl  pounced 
like  a  fury  on  the  flowers,  and  actually 
trampled  them  under  her  feet ! 

'There!'  she  cried.  '  If  I  had  Ladv 
Clarinda  here,  I'd  serve  her  in  the  same  way.' 

'  What  will  the  Major  say  ? '  I  asked. 

'  What  do  I  care  ?  Do  you  suppose  I'm 
afraid  of  him  ?  Only  last  week  I  broke 
one  of  his  fine  gimcracks  up  there,  and  all 
through  Lady  Clarinda  and  her  flowers  ! ' 

She  pointed  to  the  top  of  the  bookcase 
— to  the  empty  space  on  it,  close  by  the 
window.  My  heart  gave  a  sudden  bound, 
as  my  eyes  took  the  direction  indicated  by 
her  finger.  She  had  broken  the  vase  ! 
Was  the   way  to  discovery  about  to  reveal 
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itself  to   me    through  this   girl  ?     Not   a 

word  would  pass   my  lips  ;   I    could  only 
look  at  her. 

'  Yes  ! '   she   said.  '  The   thinp-  stood 

o 

there.  He  knows  how  I  hate  her  flowers, 
and  he  put  her  nosegay  in  the  vase  out  of 
my  way.  There  was  a  woman's  face 
painted  on  the  china  ;  and  he  told  me  it 
was  the  living  image  of  her  face.  It  was 
no  more  like  her  than  I  am.  I  was  in  such 
a  rage  that  I  up  with  the  book  I  was  read- 
ing at  the  time,  and  shied  it  at  the  painted 
face.  Over  the  vase  went,  bless  your 
heart — crash  to  the  floor.  Stop  a  bit !  I 
wonder  whether  that's  the  book  you  have 
been  looking  after  ?  Are  you  like  me  ? 
Do  you  like  reading  Trials  ? ' 

Trials  ?  Had  I  heard  her  aright  ? 
Yes  :  she  had  said,  Trials. 

I  answered  by  an  affirmative  motion  of 
my  head.  I  was  still  speechless.  The 
girl  sauntered  in  her  cool  way  to  the  fire- 
place, and  taking  up  the  tongs,  returned 
with  them  to  the  bookcase. 

'  Here's  where  the  book  fell,'  she  said 
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— '  in  the  space  between  the  bookcase  and 
the  wall.     I'll  have  it  out  in  no  time.' 

I  waited  without  moving  a  muscle, 
without  uttering  a  word. 

She  approached  me,  with  the  tongs  in 
one  hand,  and  with  a  plainly-bound  volume 
in  the  other. 

'  Is  that  the  book  ?'  she  said.  '  Open 
it,  and  see.' 

I  took  the  book  from  her. 

'  It's  tremendously  interesting,'  she 
went  on.  '  I've  read  it  twice  over — I  have. 
Mind  you,  I  believe  he  did  it,  after  all.' 

Did  it  ?  Did  what  ?  What  was  she 
talking  about  ?  I  tried  to  put  the  question 
to  her.  I  struggled — quite  vainly — to  say 
only  those  words  :  '  What  are  you  talking 
about  ?' 

She  seemed  to  lose  all  patience  with 
me.  She  snatched  the  book  out  of  my 
hand,  and  opened  it  before  me  on  the  table 
by  which  we  were  standing  side  by  side. 

'  I  declare  you're  as  helpless  as  a  baby  ! ' 
she  said,  contemptuously.  '  There !  Is 
that  the  book  ?  ' 
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I  read  the  first  lines  on  the  title-page  : — 

A    COMPLETE    REPORT    OF 
THE    TRIAL    OF 

EUSTACE  MACALLAN 

I  stopped,  and  looked  up  at  her.  She 
started  back  from  me  with  a  scream  of 
terror.  I  looked  down  again  at  the  title- 
page,  and  read  the  next  lines  : — 

FOR   THE    ALLEGED    POISONING 
OF 

HIS  WIFE. 

There,  God's  mercy  remembered  me. 
There,  the  black  blank  of  a  swoon 
swallowed  me  up. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

THE    RETURN    TO    LIFE. 

My  first  remembrance,  when  I  began  to 
recover  my  senses,  was  the  remembrance 
of  Pain — agonising  pain,  as  if  every  nerve 
in  my  body  was  being  twisted  and  torn  out 
of  me.  My  whole  being  writhed  and 
quivered  under  the  dumb  and  dreadful 
protest  of  Nature  against  the  effort  to 
recall  me  to  life.  I  would  have  given 
worlds  to  be  able  to  cry  out — to  entreat 
the  unseen  creatures  about  me  to  give  me 
back  to  death.  How  long  that  speechless 
agon)-  held  me,  I  never  knew.  In  a  longer 
or  a  shorter  time  there  stole  over  me 
slowly,  a  sleepy  sense  of  relief.  I  heard 
my  own  laboured  breathing.  I  felt  my 
hands  moving  feebly  and  mechanically  like 
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the  hands  of  a  baby.  I  faintly  opened  my 
eyes,  and  looked  round  me — as  if  I  had 
passed  through  the  ordeal  of  death,  and 
had  awakened  to  new  senses,  in  a  new 
world. 

The  first  person  I  saw,  was  a  man — a 
stranger.  He  moved  quietly  out  of  my 
sight ;  beckoning,  as  he  disappeared,  to 
some  other  person  in  the  room. 

Slowly  and  unwillingly,  the  other  per- 
son advanced  to  the  sofa  on  which  I  lay. 
A  faint  cry  of  joy  escaped  me ;  I  tried  to 
hold  out  my  feeble  hands.  The  other 
person  who  was  approaching  me  was  my 
husband ! 

I  looked  at  him  eagerly.  He  never 
looked  at  me  in  return.  With  his  eyes  on 
the  ground,  with  a  strange  appearance  of 
confusion  and  distress  in  his  face,  he,  too, 
moved  away  out  of  my  sight.  The  un- 
known man  whom  I  had  first  noticed, 
followed  him  out  of  the  room.  I  called 
after  him  faintly,  'Eustace!'  He  never 
answered  ;  he  never  returned.  With  an 
effort  I  moved  my  head  on  the  pillow,  so 
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as  to  look  round  on  the  other  side  of  the 
sofa.  Another  familiar  face  appeared  be- 
fore me  as  if  in  a  dream.  My  good  old 
Benjamin  was  sitting  watching  me,  with 
the  tears  in  his  eyes. 

He  rose  and  took  my  hand  silently,  in 
his  simple,  kindly  way. 

'  Where  is  Eustace  ? '  I  asked.  '  Why 
has  he  gone  away  and  left  me  ? ' 

I  was  still  miserably  weak.  My  eyes 
wandered  mechanically  round  the  room  as 
I  put  the  question.  I  saw  Major  Fitz- 
Davicl.  I  saw  the  table  on  which  the 
singing-girl  had  opened  the  book  to  show 
it  to  me.  I  saw  the  girl  herself,  sitting 
alone  in  a  corner,  with  her  handkerchief  to 
her  eyes  as  if  she  was  crying.  In  one 
mysterious  moment,  my  memory  recovered 
its  powers.  The  recollection  of  that  fatal 
title-page  came  back  to  me  in  all  its  horror. 
The  one  feeling  that  it  roused  in  me  now, 
was  a  longing  to  see  my  husband — to 
throw  myself  into  his  arms,  and  tell  him 
how  firmly  I  believed  in  his  innocence, 
how  trulv  and  dcarlv  I  loved  him.    I  seized 
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on  Benjamin  with  feeble,  trembling  hands. 
'  Bring  him  back  to  me ! '  I  cried,  wildly. 
'  Where  is  he  ?     Help  me  to  get  up  ! ' 

A  strange  voice  answered,  firmly  and 
kindly  : 

'  Compose  yourself,  madam.  Mr. 
Woodville  is  waiting  until  you  have  re- 
covered, in  a  room  close  by.' 

I  looked  at  him,  and  recognised  the 
stranger  who  had  followed  my  husband 
out  of  the  room.  Why  had  he  returned 
alone  ?  Why  was  Eustace  not  with  me, 
like  the  rest  of  them  ?  I  tried  to  raise 
myself,  and  get  on  my  feet.  The  stranger 
gently  pressed  me  back  again  on  the  pillow. 
I  attempted  to  resist  him  ;  quite  uselessly 
of  course.  His  firm  hand  held  me,  as 
gently  as  ever,  in  my  place 

'  You  must  rest  a  little,'  he  said.  '  You 
must  take  some  wine.  If  you  exert  your- 
self now,  vou  will  faint  a^ain.' 

Old  Benjamin  stooped  over  me,  and 
whispered  a  word  of  explanation. 

'  It's  the  doctor,  my  dear.  You  must 
do  as  he  tells  vou.' 
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The  doctor  ?  They  had  called  the 
doctor  in  to  help  them  !  I  began  dimly  to 
understand  that  my  fainting-fit  must  have 
presented  symptoms  far  more  serious  than 
the  fainting-fits  of  women  in  general.  I 
appealed  to  the  doctor,  in  a  helpless, 
querulous  way,  to  account  to  me  for  my 
husband's  extraordinary  absence. 

'  Why  did  you  let  him  leave  the  room  ? ' 
I  asked.  '  If  I  can't  go  to  him  why  don't 
you  bring  him  here  to  me  ? ' 

The  doctor  appeared  to  be  at  a  loss 
how  to  reply  to  me.  He  looked  at 
Benjamin,  and  said,  '  Will  you  speak  to 
Mrs.  Woodville  ? ' 

Benjamin,  in  his  turn,  looked  at  Major 
Fitz-David,  and  said,  '  Will  you  ? '  The 
Major  signed  to  them  both  to  leave  us. 
They  rose  together,  and  went  into  the 
front  room  ;  pulling  the  door  to  after  them 
in  its  grooves.  As  they  left  us,  the  girl 
who  had  so  strangely  revealed  my  hus- 
band's secret  to  me  rose  in  her  corner  and 
approached  the  sofa. 
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'  I  suppose  I  had  better  go  too  ? '  she 
said,  addressing  Major  Fitz-David. 

'  If  you  please,'  the  Major  answered. 

He  spoke  (as  I  thought)  rather  coldly. 
She  tossed  her  head,  and  turned  her  back 
on  him  in  high  indignation.  '  I  must  say  a 
word  for  myself ! '  cried  this  strange  crea- 
ture, with  an  hysterical  outbreak  of  energy. 
'  I  must  say  a  word,  or  I  shall  burst ! ' 

With  that  extraordinary  preface  she 
suddenly  turned  my  way,  and  poured  out 
a  perfect  torrent  of  words  on  me. 

'  You  hear  how  the  Major  speaks  to 
me  ? '  she  began.  '  He  blames  me — poor 
Me — for  everything  that  has  happened. 
I  am  as  innocent  as  the  new-born  babe. 
I  acted  for  the  best.  I  thought  you 
wanted  the  book.  I  don't  know  now  what 
made  you  faint  dead  away  when  I  opened 
it.  And  the  Major  blames  Me  !  As  if  it 
was  my  fault !  I  am  not  one  of  the  faint- 
ing sort  myself;  but  I  feel  it,  I  can  tell 
you.  Yes !  I  feel  it,  though  I  don't  faint 
about  it.      I    come   of  respectable   parents 


190  TILE  LAW  and   THE  LADY. 

— I  do.  My  name  is  Hoighty — Miss 
Hoighty.  I  have  my  own  self-respect ; 
and  it's  wounded.  I  say  my  self-respect 
is  wounded,  when  I  find  myself  blamed 
without  deserving  it.  You  deserve  it,  if 
anybody  does.  Didn't  you  tell  me  you 
were  looking;  for  a  book  ?  And  didn't  I 
present  it  to  you  promiscuously,  with  the 
best  intentions  ?  I  think  you  might  say  so 
yourself,  now  the  doctor  has  brought  you 
to  again.  I  think  you  might  speak  up  for 
a  poor  girl  who  is  worked  to  death  with 
singing  and  lang-uages  and  what  not — a 
poor  girl  who  has  nobody  else  to  speak 
for  her.  I  am  as  respectable  as  you  are, 
if  you  come  to  that.  My  name  is  Hoighty. 
My  parents  are  in  business,  and  my 
mamma  has  seen  better  days,  and  mixed 
in  the  best  of  company.' 

There,  Miss  Hoighty  lifted  her  handker- 
chief again  to  her  face,  and  burst  modestly 
into  tears  behind  it. 

It  was  certainly  hard  to  hold  her  re- 
sponsible for  what  had  happened.  I 
answered    as    kindly    as    I    could ;    and    I 
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attempted  to  speak  to  Major  Fitz-David 
in  her  defence.  He  knew  what  terrible 
anxieties  were  oppressing  me  at  that 
moment ;  and,  considerately  refusing  to 
hear  a  word,  he  took  the  task  of  consoling 
his  young  prima-donna  entirely  on  himself. 
What  he  said  to  her  I  neither  heard,  nor 
cared  to  hear  :  he  spoke  in  a  whisper.  It 
ended  in  his  pacifying  Miss  Hoighty,  by 
kissing  her  hand,  and  leading  her  (as  he 
might  have  led  a  duchess)  out  of  the 
room. 

'  I  hope  that  foolish  girl  has  not  annoyed 
you — at  such  a  time  as  this  ? '  he  said,  very 
earnestly,  when  he  returned  to  the  sofa. 
'  I  can't  tell  you  how  grieved  I  am  at  what 
has  happened.  I  was  careful  to  warn  you, 
as  you  may  remember.  Still,  if  I  could 
only  have  foreseen ' 

I  let  him  proceed  no  farther.  No 
human  forethought  could  have  provided 
against  what  had  happened.  Besides, 
dreadful  as  the  discovery  had  been,  I  would 
rather  have  made  it,  and  suffer  under  it,  as 
I  was  suffering  now,  than  have  been  kept 
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in  the  dark.  I  told  him  this.  And  then 
I  turned  to  the  one  subject  that  was  now 
of  any  interest  to  me — the  subject  of  my 
unhappy  husband. 

'  How  did  he  come  to  this  house  ? '  I 
asked. 

'  He  came  here  with  Mr.  Benjamin, 
shortly  after  I  returned,'  the  Major  replied. 

'  Lone  after  I  was  taken  ill  ? ' 

'  No.  I  had  just  sent  for  the  doctor — ■ 
feeling  seriously  alarmed  about  you.' 

'  What  brought  him  here  ?  Did  he 
return  to  the  hotel,  and  miss  me  ? ' 

'Yes.  He  returned  earlier  than  he 
had  anticipated  ;  and  he  felt  uneasy  at  not 
finding  you  at  the  hotel.' 

'  Did  he  suspect  me  of  being  with  you  ? 
Did  he  come  here  from  the  hotel  ? ' 

'No.  He  appears  to  have  gone  first 
to  Mr.  Benjamin,  to  enquire  about  you. 
What  he  heard  from  your  old  friend,  I 
cannot  say.  I  only  know  that  Mr.  Ben- 
jamin accompanied  him  when  he  came 
here.' 

This  brief  explanation  was  quite  enough 
for  me — I  understood  what  had  happened. 
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Eustace  would  easily  frighten  simple  old 
Benjamin  about  my  absence  from  the 
hotel  ;  and,  once  alarmed,  Benjamin  would 
be  persuaded  without  difficulty  to  repeat 
the  few  words  which  had  passed  between 
us,  on  the  subject  of  Major  Fitz-David. 
My  husband's  presence  in  the  Major's 
house  was  perfectly  explained.  But  his 
extraordinary  conduct  in  leaving  the  room, 
at  the  very  time,  when  I  was  just  recover- 
ing my  senses,  still  remained  to  be  ac- 
counted for.  Major  Fitz-David  looked 
seriously  embarrassed  when  I  put  the 
question  to  him. 

'  I  hardly  know  how  to  explain  it  to 
you,'  he  said.  '  Eustace  has  surprised  and 
disappointed  me.' 

He  spoke  very  gravely.  His  looks 
told  me  more  than  his  words  :  his  looks 
alarmed  me. 

'  Eustace  has  not  quarrelled  with  you  ? ' 
I  said. 

'  Oh,  no  ! ' 

'  He    understands    that    you    have  not 
broken  your  promise  to  him  ? ' 
vol.   1.  o 
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'  Certainly.  My  young  vocalist  (Miss 
Hoighty)  told  the  doctor  exactly  what 
had  happened  ;  and  the  doctor  in  her 
presence  repeated  the  statement  to  your 
husband.' 

'  Did  the  doctor  see  the  "  Trial "  ? ' 
'  Neither  the  doctor  nor   Mr.  Benjamin 
has  seen  the  "  Trial."     I  have  locked  it  up  ; 
and  I  have  carefully  kept  the  terrible  story 
of  your  connection    with    the    prisoner   a 
secret  from  all   of  them.      Mr.    Benjamin 
evidently  has  his  suspicions.     But  the  doc- 
tor has  no  idea,  and  Miss  Hoighty  has  no 
idea,  of  the  true  cause  of  your  fainting  fit. 
They  both  believe  that  you  are  subject  to 
serious    nervous    attacks  ;     and  that   your 
husband's   name  is  really  Woodvillc.     All 
that  the    truest  friend   could   do  to  spare 
Eustace,  I  have  done.    He  persists,  never- 
theless, in  blaming  me  for  letting  you  enter 
my  house.    And  worse,  far  worse  than  this, 
he  persists  in  declaring  that  the  event  of 
to-day  has  fatally  estranged  you  from   him. 
"  There  is  an  end  of  our  married  life,"  he 
said  to  me,  "  now  she  knows  that  I  am  the 
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man  who  was   tried  at  Edinburgh  for  poi- 
soning my  wife  !  "  ' 

I  rose  from  the  sofa  in  horror. 

'  Good  God  ! '  I  cried,  '  does  Eustace 
suppose  that  I  doubt  his  innocence  ? ' 

'  He  denies  that  it  is  possible  for  you, 
or  for  anybody,  to  believe  in  his  innocence,' 
the  Major  replied. 

'  Help  me  to  the  door,'  I  said.  'Where 
is  he  ?     I  must,  and  will,  see  him  ! ' 

I  dropped  back  exhausted  on  the  sofa 
as  I  said  the  words.  Major  Fitz-David 
poured  out  a  glass  of  wine  from  the  bottle 
on  the  table,  and  insisted  on  my  drinking  it. 
'You  shall  see  him,'  said  the  Major. 
'  I  promise  you  that.  The  doctor  has  for- 
bidden him  to  leave  the  house,  until  you 
have  seen  him.  Only  wait  a  little !  My 
poor  dear  lady,  wait,  if  it  is  only  for  a  few 
minutes,  until  you  are  stronger!' 

I  had  no  choice  but  to  obey  him.  Oh, 
those  miserable  helpless  minutes  on  the 
sofa  !  I  cannot  write  of  them  without  shud- 
dering at  the  recollection — even  at  this 
distance  of  time. 
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'  Bring  him  here  !'  I  said.  '  Pray,  pray 
bring  him  here  ! ' 

'  Who  is  to  persuade  him  to  come 
back  ? '  asked  the  Major,  sadly.  '  How  can 
I,  how  can  anybody,  prevail  with  a  man — 
a  madman  I  had  almost  said  ! — who  could 
leave  you  at  the  moment  when  you  first 
opened  your  eyes  on  him  ?  I  saw  Eustace 
alone,  in  the  next  room,  while  the  doctor 
was  in  attendance  on  you.  I  tried  to  shake 
his  obstinate  distrust  of  your  belief  in  his 
innocence,  and  of  my  belief  in  his  innocence, 
by  every  argument  and  every  appeal  that 
an  old  friend  could  address  to  him.  He 
had  but  one  answer  to  give  me.  Reason 
as  I  might,  and  plead  as  I  might,  he  still 
persisted  in  referring  me  to  the  Scotch 
Verdict.' 

'  The  Scotch  Verdict  ? '  I  repeated. 
'  What  is  that  ? ' 

The  Major  looked  surprised  at  the 
question. 

'  Have  you  really  never  heard  of  the 
Trial  ? '  he  said. 

'  Never.' 
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'  I  thought  it  strange,'  he  went  on, 
'  when  you  told  me  you  had  found  out  your 
husband's  true  name,  that  the  discovery 
appeared  to  have  suggested  no  painful  as- 
sociation to  your  mind.  It  is  not  more 
than  three  years  since  all  England  was 
talking  of  your  husband.  One  can  hardly 
wonder  at  his  taking  refuge,  poor  fellow,  in 
an  assumed  name  !  Where  could  you  have 
been  at  the  time  ? ' 

'  Did  you  say  it  was  three  years  ago  ? ' 
I  asked. 

'  Yes.' 

I  understood  my  strange  ignorance 
of  what  appeared  to  be  so  well  known  to 
other  people.  Three  years  since,  my 
father  was  alive.  I  was  living  with  him,  in 
a  country  house  in  Italy — up  in  the  moun- 
tains, near  Siena.  We  never  saw  an  Ene- 
lish  newspaper,  or  met  with  an  English 
traveller,  for  weeks  and  weeks  toeether. 
There  might  certainly  have  been  some  re- 
ference made  to  the  famous  Scotch  Trial  in 
my  father's  letters  from  England.  If  there 
was,  he  never  told  me  of  it.      Or,  if  he  did 
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mention  the  case,  I  must  have  forgotten  it 
in  course  of  time.  '  Tell  me,'  I  said  to  the 
Major,  '  what  has  the  Verdict  to  do  with 
my  husband's  horrible  doubt  of  us  ? 
Eustace  is  a  free  man.  The  verdict  was 
Not  Guilty,  of  course  ? ' 

Major  Fitz-David  shook  his  head 
sadly. 

'  Eustace  Avas  tried  in  Scotland,'  he 
said.  '  There  is  a  verdict  allowed  by  the 
Scotch  law,  which  (so  far  as  I  know)  is  not 
permitted  by  the  laws  of  any  other  civilised 
country  on  the  face  of  the  earth.  When 
the  jury  are  in  doubt  whether  to  condemn 
or  acquit  the  prisoner  brought  before  them, 
they  are  permitted,  in  Scotland,  to  express 
that  doubt  by  a  form  of  compromise.  If 
there  is  not  evidence  enough,  on  the  one 
hand,  to  justify  them  in  finding  a  prisoner 
guilty,  and  not  evidence  enough,  on  the 
other  hand,  to  thoroughly  convince  them 
that  a  prisoner  is  innocent,  they  extricate 
themselves  from  the  difficulty  by  finding  a 
verdict  of  Not  Proven.' 
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4  Was  that  the  verdict  when  Eustace 
was  tried  ? '  I  asked. 

'  Yes.' 

'  The  jury  were  not  quite  satisfied  that 
my  husband  was  guilty  ?  and  not  quite 
satisfied  that  my  husband  was  innocent  ? 
Is  that  what  the  Scotch  Verdict  means  ?' 

'  That  is  what  the  Scotch  Verdict  means. 
For  three  years  that  doubt  about  him  in 
the  minds  of  the  jury  who  tried  him,  has 
stood  on  public  record.' 

Oh,  my  poor  darling  !  my  innocent 
martyr !  I  understood  it  at  last.  The 
false  name  in  which  he  had  married  me  ; 
the  terrible  words  he  had  spoken  when  he 
had  warned  me  to  respect  his  secret  ;  the 
still  more  terrible  doubt  that  he  felt  of  me 
at  that  moment — it  was  all  intelligible  to 
my  sympathies  ;  it  was  all  clear  to  my  un- 
derstanding, now.  I  got  up  again  from  the 
sofa,  strong  in  a  daring  resolution  which 
the  Scotch  Verdict  had  suddenly  kindled  in 
me — a  resolution,  at  once  too  sacred  and 
too   desperate  to  be  confided,  in  the  first 
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instance,  to  any  other  than  my  husband's 
ear. 

'  Take  me  to  Eustace,'  I  said.  '  I  am 
strong  enough  to  bear  anything  now.' 

After  one  searching  look  at  me,  the 
Major  silently  offered  me  his  arm.  We 
left  the  room  together. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

THE    SCOTCH    VERDICT. 

We  walked  to  the  far  end  of  the  hall. 
Major  Fitz- David  opened  the  door  of  a 
long  narrow  room,  built  out  at  the  back  of 
the  house  as  a  smoking-room,  and  extend- 
ing along  one  side  of  the  courtyard  as  far 
as  the  stable  wall. 

My  husband  was  alone  in  the  room  ; 
seated  at  the  farther  end  of  it,  near  the 
fireplace.  He  started  to  his  feet,  and  faced 
me  in  silence  as  I  entered.  The  Major 
softly  closed  the  door  on  us,  and  retired. 
Eustace  never  stirred  a  step  to  meet  me. 
I  ran  to  him,  and  threw  my  arms  round  his 
neck,  and  kissed  him.  The  embrace  was 
not  returned  ;  the  kiss  was  not  returned. 
He  passively  submitted — nothing  more. 
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'  Eustace,'  I  said,  '  I  never  loved  you 
more  dearly  than  I  love  you  at  this  mo- 
ment !  I  never  felt  for  you  as  I  feel  for  you 
now  ! ' 

He  released  himself  deliberately  from 
my  arms.  He  signed  to  me,  with  the 
mechanical  courtesy  of  a  stranger,  to  take  a 
chair. 

'  Thank  you,  Valeria,'  he  answered,  in 
cold  measured  tones.  '  You  could  say 
no  less  to  me  after  what  has  happened  ; 
and  you  could  say  no  more.  Thank 
you.' 

We  were  standing  before  the  fireplace. 
He  left  me,  and  walked  away  slowly  with 
his  head  down  ;  apparently  intending  to 
leave  the  room.  I  followed  him — I  got 
before  him — I  placed  myself  between  him 
and  the  door. 

'  Why  do  you  leave  me  ? '  I  said. 
'  Why  do  you  speak  to  me  in  this  cruel 
way  ?  Are  you  angry,  Eustace  ?  My 
darling,  if  you  arc  angry,  I  ask  you  to  for- 
give me.' 

'It    is     1     who     ought     to    ask    your 
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pardon,'  he  replied.  '  I  beg  you  to  for- 
give me,  Valeria,  for  having  made  you  my 
wife.' 

He  pronounced  those  words  with  a 
hopeless,  heart-broken  humility,  dreadful 
to  see.  I  laid  my  hand  on  his  bosom.  I 
said,  '  Eustace,  look  at  me.' 

He  slowly  lifted  his  eyes  to  my  face — 
eyes  cold  and  clear  and  tearless,  looking  at 
me  in  steady  resignation,  in  immovable 
despair.  In  the  utter  wretchedness  of  that 
moment,  I  was  like  him  ;  I  was  as  quiet 
and  as  cold  as  my  husband.  He  chilled, 
he  froze  me. 

'  Is  it  possible,'  I  said,  '  that  you  doubt 
my  belief  in  your  innocence  ? ' 

He  left  the  question  unanswered.  He 
sighed  bitterly  to  himself.  '  Poor  woman  !' 
he  said,  as  a  stranger  might  have  said, 
pitying  me.     '  Poor  woman  ! ' 

My  heart  swelled  in  me  as  if  it  would 
burst.  I  lifted  my  hand  from  his  bosom, 
and  laid  it  on  his  shoulder  to  support 
myself. 

'  I  don't  ask  you  to  pity   me,  Eustace  ; 
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I  ask  you  to  do  me  justice.  You  are  not 
doing  me  justice.  If  you  had  trusted  me 
with  the  truth  in  the  days  when  we  first 
knew  that  we  loved  each  other — if  you  had 
told  me  all,  and  more  than  all,  that  I  know 
now — as  God  is  my  witness,  I  would  still 
have  married  you  !  Now  do  you  doubt 
that  I  believe  you  are  an  innocent  man  ? ' 

'  I  don't  doubt  it,'  he  said.  '  All  your 
impulses  are  generous.  You  are  speaking 
generously,  and  feeling  generously.  Don't 
blame  me,  my  poor  child,  if  I  look  on  far 
ther  than  you  do  ;  if  I  see  what  is  to  come 
— too  surely  to  come — in  the  cruel  future.' 

'  The  cruel  future  ! '  I  repeated.  '  What 
do  you  mean  ? ' 

'  You  believe  in  my  innocence,  Valeria. 
The  Jury  who  tried  me  doubted  it — and 
have  left  that  doubt  on  record.  What 
reason  have  you  for  believing,  in  the  face 
of  the  Verdict,  that  I  am  an  innocent 
man  ? ' 

'  I  want  no  reason  !  I  believe,  in  spite 
of  the  jury,  in  spite  of  the  Verdict.' 

'  Will    your    friends   agree   with    you  ? 
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When  your  uncle  and  aunt  know  what  has 
happened — and  sooner  or  later  they  must 
know  it — what  will  they  say  ?  They  will 
say,  "  He  began  badly  ;  he  concealed  from 
our  niece  that  he  had  been  a  prisoner  on 
his  trial ;  he  married  our  niece  under  a 
false  name.  He  may  say  he  is  innocent ; 
but  we  have  only  his  word  for  it.  When 
he  was  put  on  his  trial,  the  verdict  was 
Not  Proven.  Not  Proven  won't  do  for  us. 
If  the  Jury  have  done  him  an  injustice — if 
he  is  innocent — let  him  prove  it."  That  is 
what  the  world  thinks  and  says  of  me. 
That  is  what  your  friends  will  think  and 
say  of  me.  The  time  is  coming,  Valeria, 
when  you — even  You — will  feel  that  your 
friends  have  reason  to  appeal  to  on  their 
side,  and  that  you  have  no  reason  on 
yours.' 

'  That  time  will  never  come  ! '  I 
answered,  warmly.  '  You  wrong  me,  you 
insult  me,  in  thinking  it  possible  ! ' 

He  put  down  my  hand  from  him,  and 
drew  back  a  step,  with  a  bitter  smile. 

'  We    have    only    been   married  a  few 


206  THE  LAW  and   THE   LADY. 

days,  Valeria.  Your  love  for  me  is  new 
and  young.  Time,  which  wears  away  all 
things,  will  wear  away  the  first  fervour  of 
that  love.' 

'  Never  !  never  ! ' 

He  drew  back  from  me  a  little  farther 
still. 

'  Look  at  the  world  round  you,'  he  said. 
'  The  happiest  husbands  and  wives  have 
their  occasional  misunderstandings  and 
disagreements  ;  the  brightest  married  life 
has  its  passing  clouds.  When  those  days 
come  for  us,  the  doubts  and  fears  that  you 
don't  feel  now,  will  find  their  way  to  you 
then.  When  the  clouds  rise  on  our  married 
life — when  I  say  my  first  harsh  word,  when 
you  make  your  first  hasty  reply — then,  in 
the  solitude  of  your  own  room,  in  the 
stillness  of  the  wakeful  night,  you  will 
think  of  my  first  wife's  miserable  death. 
You  will  remember  that  I  was  held 
responsible  for  it,  and  that  my  innocence 
was  never  proved.  You  will  say  to  your- 
self, "  Did  it  begin,  in  her  time,  with  a 
harsh    word   from  him,  and  with  a  hasty 
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reply  from  her  ?     Will  it  one  day  end  with 
me,  as  the  Jury  half  feared  that  it  ended 
with  her  ?  "     Hideous  questions  for  a  wife 
to  ask  herself !     You  will  stifle  them  ;  you 
will  recoil  from  them,  like  a  good  woman, 
with  horror.      But,  when  we  meet  the  next 
morning,  you  will  be  on  your  guard,  and  1 
shall  see  it,  and  know  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
what  it  means.      Embittered  by  that  know- 
ledge, my  next  harsh  word  may  be  harsher 
still.     Your    next    thoughts    of    me    may 
remind  you,  more  vividly  and  more  boldly, 
that   your    husband    was    once  tried  as  a 
poisoner,  and  that  the  question  of  his  first 
wife's  death  was  never  properly  cleared  up. 
Do  you  see  what  materials  for  a  domestic 
hell  are   mingling  for  us    here  ?     Was    it 
for  nothing  that   I  warned  you,  solemnly 
warned  you,  to  draw  back,  when  I  found 
you  bent  on  discovering  the  truth  ?    Can  I 
ever  be  at  your  bedside  now,  when  you  are 
ill,  and  not  remind  you,  in  the  most  innocent 
things  I  do,  of  what  happened  at  that  other 
bedside,  -in  the  time  of  that  other  woman 
whom  I  married  first  ?    If  I  pour  out  your 
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medicine,  I  commit  a  suspicious  action — 
they  said  I  poisoned  her  in  her  medicine. 
If  I  bring  you  a  cup  of  tea,  I  revive  the 
remembrance  of  a  horrid  doubt — they  said 
I  put  the  arsenic  in  her  cup  of  tea.  If  I 
kiss  you  when  I  leave  the  room — I  remind 
you  that  the  prosecution  accused  me  of 
kissing  her,  to  save  appearances  and  pro- 
duce an  effect  on  the  nurse.  Can  we  live 
together  on  such  terms  as  these  ?  No 
mortal  creatures  could  support  the  misery 
of  it.  This  very  day  I  said  to  you,  "If 
you  stir  a  step  farther  in  this  matter,  there 
is  an  end  of  your  happiness  for  the  rest  of 
your  life."  You  have  taken  that  step — and 
the  end  has  come  to  your  happiness  and  to 
mine.  The  doubt  that  kills  love  has  cast 
its  ^blight  on  you  and  on  me,  for  the  rest 
of  our  lives  ! ' 

So  far  I  had  forced  myself  to  listen  to 
him.  At  those  last  words,  the  picture  of 
the  future  that  he  was  placing  before  me 
became  too  hideous  to  be  endured.  I 
refused  to  hear  more. 

'  You  are  talking  horribly,'  I  said.    '  At 
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your  age  and  at  mine,  have  we  done  with 
love,  and  done  with  hope  ?  It  is  blasphemy 
to  love  and  hope  to  say  it ! ' 

'Wait  till  you  have  read  the  Trial,' 
he  answered.  '  You  mean  to  read  it,  I 
suppose  ? ' 

'  Every  word  of  it !  With  a  motive, 
Eustace,  which  you  have  yet  to  know.' 

'  No  motive  of  yours,  Valeria,  no  love 
and  hope  of  yours,  can  alter  the  inexorable 
facts.  My  first  wife  died  poisoned  ;  and 
the  verdict  of  the  Jury  has  not  absolutely 
acquitted  me  of  the  guilt  of  causing  her 
death.  As  long  as  you  were  ignorant  of 
that,  the  possibilities  of  happiness  were 
always  within  our  reach.  Now  you  know 
it,  I  say  again — our  married  life  is  at  an 
end.' 

'  No,'  I  said.  '  Now  I  know  it,  our 
married  life  has  begun — begun  with  a  new 
object  for  your  wife's  devotion,  with  a  new 
reason  for  your  wife's  love  ! ' 

'  What  do  you  mean  ? ' 

I  went  near  to  him  again,  and  took  his 
hand. 

VOL.    I.  V 
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'  What  did  you  tell  me  the  world  has 
said  of  you  ? '  I  asked.  '  What  did  you 
tell  me  my  friends  would  say  of  you  ? 
"  Not  Proven  won't  do  for  us.  If  the  Jury 
have  done  him  an  injustice — if  he  is  innocent 
— let  him  prove  it."  Those  were  the  words 
you  put  into  the  mouths  of  my  friends.  I 
adopt  them  for  mine  !  /  say,  Not  Proven 
won't  do  for  me.  Prove  your  right,  Eustace, 
to  a  verdict  of  Not  Guilty.  Why  have  you 
let  three  years  pass  without  doing  it  ? 
Shall  I  guess  why  ?  You  have  waited  for 
your  wife  to  help  you.  Here  she  is,  my 
darling,  ready  to  help  you  Avith  all  her 
heart  and  soul.  Here  she  is,  with  one 
object  in  life — to  show  the  world,  and  to 
show  the  Scotch  Jury,  that  her  husband  is 
an  innocent  man  ! ' 

I  had  roused  myself;  my  pulses  were 
throbbing,  my  voice  rang  through  the 
room.  Had  I  roused  him  ?  What  was  his 
answer  ? 

'  Read  the  Trial.'  That  was  his 
answer. 

I    seized    him    by    the    arm.       In    my 
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indignation  and  my  despair,   I  shook  him 

with  all  my  strength.     God  forgive  me,    I 

could  almost  have  struck  him,  for  the  tone 

in  which  he  had  spoken,  and  the  look  that 

he  had  cast  on  me  ! 

'  I  have  told  you  that  I  mean  to  read 

the  Trial,'   I  said.     '  I  mean  to  read  it,  line 

by    line,    with    you.      Some    inexcusable 

mistake  has  been  made.    Evidence  in  your 

favour,   that   might  have  been  found,  has 

not  been  found.     Suspicious  circumstances 

have  not  been  investigated.    Crafty  people 

have    not   been   watched.     Eustace  !    the 

.conviction    of    some    dreadful    oversight, 

committed  by  you  or  by  the  persons  who 

helped  you,  is  firmly  settled  in  my  mind. 

The  resolution  to  set  that  vile  Verdict  right 

was  the  first  resolution  that  came  to  me, 

when  I  first  heard  of  it  in  the  next  room. 

We  will  set  it  right !    We  must  set  it  right 

— for  your  sake,  for  my  sake,  for  the  sake 

of  our  children  if  we  are  blest  with  children. 

Oh,  my  own  love,  don't  look  at  me  with 

those  cold  eyes  !  Don't  answer  me  in  those 

p  2 
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hard  tones  !  Don't  treat  me  as  if  I  was 
talking  ignorantly  and  madly  of  something 
that  can  never  be  ! ' 

Still,  I  failed  to  rouse  him.  His  next 
words  were  spoken  compassionately  rather 
than  coldly — that  was  all. 

'  My  defence  was  undertaken  by  the 
greatest  lawyers  in  the  land,'  he  said. 
'  After  such  men  have  done  their  utmost, 
and  have  failed — my  poor  Valeria,  what 
can  you,  what  can  I,  do  ?  We  can  only 
submit.' 

'Never!'  I  cried.  'The  greatest 
lawyers  are  mortal  men  ;  the  greatest 
lawyers  have  made  mistakes  before  now. 
You  can't  deny  that.' 

'  Read  the  Trial.'  For  the  third  time, 
he  said  those  cruel  words,  and  said  no 
more. 

In  utter  despair  of  moving  him — feeling 
keenly,  bitterly  (if  I  must  own  it),  his 
merciless  superiority  to  all  that  I  had  said 
to  him  in  the  honest  fervour  of  my  devotion 
and   my   love — I    thought  of  Major  Fitz- 
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David  as  a  last  resort.  In  the  disordered 
state  of  my  mind,  at  that  moment,  it  made 
no  difference  to  me  that  the  Major  had 
already  tried  to  reason  with  him,  and  had 
failed.  In  the  face  of  the  facts,  I  had  a 
blind  belief  in  the  influence  of  his  old  friend, 
if  his  old  friend  could  only  be  prevailed 
upon  to  support  my  view. 

'  Is  there  no  persuading  you  ?'  I  said. 
He  looked  away  without  answering.  '  At 
least  you  can  wait  for  me  a  moment,'  I 
went  on.  '  I  want  you  to  hear  another 
opinion,  besides  mine.' 

1  left  him,  and  returned  to  the  study. 
Major  Fitz-David  was  not  there.  I  knocked 
at  the  door  of  communication  with  the 
front  room.  It  was  opened  instantly  by 
the  Major  himself.  The  doctor  had  gone 
away.  Benjamin  still  remained  in  the 
room. 

'  Will  you  come  and  speak  to  Eustace  ? ' 
I  began.  '  If  you  will  only  say  what  I 
want  you  to  say ' 

Before    I    could  add   a   word   more,    I 
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heard  the  house  door  opened  and  closed. 
Major  Fitz-David  and  Benjamin  heard  it 
too.  They  looked  at  each  other  in  silence. 
I  ran  back,  before  the  Major  could  stop 
me,  to  the  room  in  which  I  had  seen 
Eustace.  It  was  empty.  My  husband  had 
left  the  house. 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

the    man's    decision. 

My  first  impulse  was  the  reckless  impulse 
to  follow  Eustace — openly,  through  the 
streets. 

The  Major  and  Benjamin  both  opposed 
this  hasty  resolution  on  my  part.  They 
appealed  to  my  own  sense  of  self-respect, 
without  (so  far  as  I  remember  it)  producing 
the  slightest  effect  on  my  mind.  They  were 
more  successful  when  they  entreated  me 
next  to  be  patient,  for  my  husband's  sake. 
In  mercy  to  Eustace,  they  begged  me  to 
wait  half  an  hour.  If  he  failed  to  return  in 
that  time,  they  pledged  themselves  to 
accompany  me  in  search  of  him  to  the 
hotel. 

In  mercy   to   Eustace,   I   consented  to 
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wait.  What  I  suffered  under  the  forced 
necessity  for  remaining  passive  at  that  crisis 
in  my  life,  no  words  of  mine  can  tell.  It 
will  be  better  if  I  go  on  with  my  narra- 
tive. 

Benjamin  was  the  first  to  ask  me  what 
had  passed  between  my  husband  and  my- 
self. 

'  You  may  speak  freely,  my  dear,'  he 
said.  '  I  know  what  has  happened  since 
you  have  been  in  Major  Fitz- David's  house. 
No  one  has  told  me  about  it ;  I  found  it 
out  for  myself.  If  you  remember,  I  was 
struck  by  the  name  "  Macallan,"  when  you 
first  mentioned  it  to  me  at  my  cottage.  I 
couldn't  guess  why,  at  the  time.  I  know 
why,  now.' 

Hearing  this,  I  told  them  both  unre- 
servedly what  I  had  said  to  Eustace,  and 
how  he  had  received  it.  To  my  unspeak- 
able disappointment,  they  both  sided  with 
my  husband — treating  my  view  of  his  posi- 
tion as  a  mere  dream.  They  said  it,  as 
he  had  said  it,  '  You  have  not  read  the 
Trial.' 
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I  was  really  enraged  with  them.  '  The 
fact.s  are  enough  for  me",  I  said.  '  We  know 
he  is  innocent.  Why  is  his  innocence  not 
proved  ?  It  ought  to  be,  it  must  be,  it  shall 
be  !  If  the  Trial  tells  me  it  can't  be  done, 
I  refuse  to  believe  the  Trial.  Where  is  the 
book,  Major  ?  Let  me  see  for  myself,  if 
his  lawyers  have  left  nothing  for  his  wife  to 
do.  Did  they  love  him  as  I  love  him  ? 
Give  me  the  book  ! ' 

Major  Fitz-David  looked  at  Benjamin. 

'  It  will  only  additionally  shock  and 
distress  her,  if  I  give  her  the  book,'  he 
said.      '  Don't  you  agree  with  me  ? ' 

I  interposed  before  Benjamin  could 
answer. 

'  If  you  refuse  my  request,'  I  said,  'you 
will  oblige  me,  Major,  to  go  to  the  nearest 
bookseller,  and  tell  him  to  buy  the  Trial 
for  me.     I  am  determined  to  read  it.' 

This  time,  Benjamin  sided  with  me. 

'  Nothing  can  make  matters  worse  than 
they  are,  sir,'  he  said.  '  If  I  may  be  per- 
mitted to  advise,  let  her  have  her  own 
way.' 
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The  Major  rose,  and  took  the  book  out 
of  the  Italian  cabinet — to  which  he  had 
consigned  it  for  safe  keeping. 

'  My  young  friend  tells  me,  that  she  in- 
formed you  of  her  regrettable  outbreak  of 
temper  a  few  days  since,'  he  said,  as  he 
handed  me  the  volume.  '  I  was  not  aware, 
at  the  time,  what  book  she  had  in  her  hand 
when  she  so  far  forgot  herself  as  to  destroy 
the  vase.  When  I  left  you  in  the  study,  I 
supposed  the  Report  of  the  Trial  to  be  in 
its  customary  place,  on  the  top  shelf  of  the 
bookcase ;  and  I  own  I  felt  some  curiosity 
to  know  whether  you  would  think  of  ex- 
amining that  shelf.  The  broken  vase — it 
is  needless  to  conceal  it  from  you  now — 
was  one  of  a  pair  presented  to  me  by  your 
husband  and  his  first  wife,  only  a  week 
before  the  poor  woman's  terrible  death.  I 
felt  my  first  presentiment  that  you  were  on 
the  brink  of  discovery,  when  I  found  you 
looking  at  the  fragments — and  I  fancy  I 
betrayed  to  you  that  something  of  the  kind 
was  disturbing  me.  You  looked  as  if  you 
noticed  it.' 
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'  I  did  notice  it,  Major.  And  I,  too, 
had  a  vague  idea  that  I  was  on  the  way 
to  discovery.  Will  you  look  at  your 
watch  ?  Have  we  waited  half  an  hour 
yet?' 

My  impatience  had  misled  me.  The 
ordeal  of  the  half-hour  was  not  yet  at  an 
end. 

Slowly  and  more  slowly,  the  heavy 
minutes  followed  each  other — and  still 
there  were  no  signs  of  my  husband's  re- 
turn. We  tried  to  continue  our  conversa- 
tion, and  failed.  Nothing  was  audible  ;  no 
sounds  but  the  ordinary  sounds  of  the 
street  disturbed  the  dreadful  silence.  Try 
as  I  might  to  repel  it,  there  was  one  fore- 
boding thought  that  pressed  closer  and 
closer  on  my  mind  as  the  interval  of  waiting 
wore  its  weary  way  on.  I  shuddered  as  I 
asked  myself,  if  our  married  life  had  come 
to  an  end — if  Eustace  had  really  left 
me  ? 

The  Major  saw — what  Benjamin's 
slower  perception  had  not  yet  discovered 
— that  my  fortitude  was  beginning  to  sink 
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under  the  unrelieved  oppression  of  sus- 
pense. 

'  Come  ! '  he  said.  '  Let  us  go  to  the 
hotel' 

It  then  wanted  nearly  five  minutes  to 
the  half-hour.  I  looked  my  gratitude  to 
Major  Fitz- David  for  sparing  me  those 
last  five  minutes  :  I  could  not  speak  to  him, 
or  to  Benjamin.  In  silence,  we  three  got 
into  a  cab  and  drove  to  the  hotel. 

The  landlady  met  us  in  the  hall.  No- 
thing had  been  seen  or  heard  of  Eustace. 
There  was  a  letter  waiting  for  me  upstairs, 
on  the  table  in  our  sitting-room.  It  had 
been  left  at  the  hotel  by  a  messenger,  only 
a  few  minutes  since. 

Trembling  and  breathless,  I  ran  up  the 
stairs  ;  the  two  gentlemen  following  me. 
The  writing  on  the  address  of  the  letter 
was  in  my  husband's  hand.  My  heart  sank 
in  me  as  I  looked  at  the  lines  ;  there  could 
be  but  one  reason  for  his  writing  to  me. 
That  closed  envelope  held  his  farewell 
words.  I  sat  with  the  letter  on  my  lap, 
stupefied — incapable  of  opening  it. 
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Kind-hearted  Benjamin  attempted  to 
comfort  and  encourage  me.  The  Major, 
with  his  larger  experience  of  women, 
warned  the  old  man  to  be  silent. 

'  Wait ! '  I  heard  him  whisper.  '  Speak- 
ing to  her  will  do  no  good,  now.  Give  her 
time.' 

Acting  on  a  sudden  impulse,  I  held  out 
the  letter  to  him  as  he  spoke.  Even  mo- 
ments might  be  of  importance,  if  Eustace 
had  indeed  left  me.  To  give  me  time, 
might  be  to  lose  the  opportunity  of  recalling 
him. 

'  You  are  his  old  friend,'  I  said.  '  Open 
his  letter,  Major,  and  read  it  for  me.' 

Major  Fitz-David  opened  the  letter, 
and  read  it  through  to  himself.  When  he 
had  done,  he  threw  it  on  the  table  with  a 
gesture  which  was  almost  a  gesture  of  con- 
tempt. 

'  There  is  but  one  excuse  for  him,'  he 
said.      '  The  man  is  mad.' 

Those  words  told  me  all.  I  knew  the 
worst ;  and,  knowing  it,  I  could  read  the 
letter.      It  ran  thus  : — 
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'  My  beloved  Valeria, — 

'  When  you  read  these  lines,  you  read 
my  farewell  words.  I  return  to  my  solitary 
unfriended  life — my  life  before  I  knew  you. 

'  My  darling,  you  have  been  cruelly 
treated.  You  have  been  entrapped  into 
marrying  a  man  who  has  been  publicly 
accused  of  poisoning  his  first  wife — and 
who  has  not  been  honourably  and  com- 
pletely acquitted  of  the  charge.  And  you 
know  it ! 

'  Can  you  live  on  terms  of  mutual  con- 
fidence and  mutual  esteem  with  me,  when 
I  have  committed  this  fraud,  and  when  I 
stand  towards  you  in  this  position  ?  It  was 
possible  for  you  to  live  with  me  happily, 
while  you  were  in  ignorance  of  the  truth. 
It  is  not  possible,  now  you  know  all. 

'  No !  the  one  atonement  I  can  make 
is — to  leave  you.  Your  one  chance  of 
future  happiness  is  to  be  disassociated,  at 
once  and  for  ever,  from  my  dishonoured 
life.  I  love  you,  Valeria — truly,  devotedly, 
passionately.  But  the  spectre  of  the 
poisoned    woman    rises    between    us.       It 
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makes  no  difference  that  I  am  innocent 
even  of  the  thought  of  harming  my  first 
wife.  My  innocence  has  not  been  proved. 
In  this  world,  my  innocence  can  never  be 
proved.  You  are  young  and  loving,  and 
generous  and  hopeful.  Bless  others,  Va- 
leria, with  your  rare  attractions  and  your 
delightful  gifts.  They  are  of  no  avail  with 
me.  The  poisoned  woman  stands  between 
us.  If  you  live  with  me  now,  you  will  see 
her  as  I  see  her.  That  torture  shall  never 
be  yours.      I  love  you.      I  leave  you. 

'  Do  you  think  me  hard  and  cruel  ? 
Wait  a  little,  and  time  will  change  that 
way  of  thinking.  As  the  years  go  on,  you 
will  say  to  yourself,  "  Basely  as  he  deceived 
me,  there  was  some  generosity  in  him.  He 
was  man  enough  to  release  me  of  his  own 
free  will." 

'  Yes,  Valeria,  I  fully,  freely  release 
you.  If  it  be  possible  to  annul  our  mar- 
riage, let  it  be  done.  Recover  your  liberty 
by  any  means  that  you  may  be  advised  to 
employ  ;  and  be  assured  beforehand  of  my 
entire  and  implicit  submission.      My  law 
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yers  have  the  necessary  instructions  on  this 
subject.  Your  uncle  has  only  to  commu- 
nicate with  them,  and  I  think  he  will  be 
satisfied  of  my  resolution  to  do  you  justice. 
The  one  interest  that  I  have  now  left  in 
life,  is  my  interest  in  your  welfare  and  your 
happiness  in  the  time  to  come.  Your  wel- 
fare and  your  happiness  are  no  longer  to 
be  found  in  your  union  with  Me. 

'  I  can  write  no  more.  This  letter  will 
wait  for  you  at  the  hotel.  It  will  be  useless 
to  attempt  to  trace  me.  I  know  my  own 
weakness.  My  heart  is  all  yours  :  I  might 
yield  to  you  if  I  let  you  see  me  again. 

'  Show  these  lines  to  your  uncle,  and  to 
any  friends  whose  opinions  you  may  value. 
I  have  only  to  sign  my  dishonoured  name  ; 
and  ever)"  one  will  understand,  and  ap- 
plaud, my  motive  for  writing  as  I  do.  The 
name  justifies — amply  justifies — the  letter. 
Forgive  me,  and  forget  me.  Farewell ! 
'  Eustace  Macallan.' 

In  those  words,  he  took  his  leave  of 
me.    We  had  then  been  married — six  days. 
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THE    WOMAN'S    ANSWER. 

Thus  far,  I  have  written  of  myself  with 
perfect  frankness,  and,  I  think  I  may  fairly 
add,  with  some  courage  as  well.  My 
frankness  fails  me,  and  my  courage  fails 
me,  when  I  look  back  to  my  husband's 
farewell  letter,  and  try  to  recall  the  storm 
of  contending  passions  that  it  roused  in  my 
mind.  No  !  I  cannot  tell  the  truth  about 
myself — I  dare  not  tell  the  truth  about 
myself — at  that  terrible  time.  Men  !  con- 
sult your  observation  of  women,  and  imagine 
what  I  felt.  Women  !  look  into  your  own 
hearts,  and  see  what  I  felt,  for  yourselves. 
What  I  did,  when  my  mind  was  quiet 
again,  is  an  easier  matter  to  deal  with.  I 
answered  my  husband's  letter.  My  reply 
vol.  i.  Q 
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to  him  shall  appear  in  these  pages.  It 
will  show,  in  some  degree,  what  effect  (of 
the  lasting  sort)  his  desertion  of  me  pro- 
duced on  my  mind.  It  will  also  reveal  the 
motives  that  sustained  me,  the  hopes  that 
animated  me,  in  the  new  and  strange  life 
which  my  next  chapters  must  describe. 

I  was  removed  from  the  hotel,  in  the 
care  of  my  fatherly  old  friend,  Benjamin. 
A  bedroom  was  prepared  for  me  in  his 
little  villa.  There,  I  passed  the  first  night 
of  my  separation  from  my  husband.  To- 
wards the  morning,  my  weary  brain  got 
some  rest — I  slept. 

At  breakfast-time,  Major  Fitz-David 
called  to  enquire  about  me.  He  had  kindly 
volunteered  to  go  and  speak  for  me  to  my 
husband's  lawyers,  on  the  preceding  day. 
They  had  admitted  that  they  knew  where 
Eustace  had  gone ;  but  they  declared  at 
the  same  time  that  they  were  positively 
forbidden  to  communicate  his  address  to 
anyone.  In  other  respects,  their  '  Instruc- 
tions '  in  relation  to  the  wife  of  their  client 
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were  (as  they  were  pleased  to  express  it) 
'generous  to  a  fault.'  I  had  only  to  write 
to  them,  and  they  would  furnish  me  with  a 
copy  by  return  of  post. 

This  was  the  Major's  news.  He  re- 
frained, with  the  tact  that  distinguished  him, 
from  putting  any  questions  to  me  beyond 
questions  relating  to  the  state  of  my  health. 
These  answered,  he  took  his  leave  of  me 
for  that  day.  He  and  Benjamin  had  a  long 
talk  together  afterwards,  in  the  garden  of 
the  villa. 

I  retired  to  my  room,  and  wrote  to  my 
uncle  Starkweather ;  telling  him  exactly 
what  had  happened,  and  enclosing  him  a 
copy  of  my  husband's  letter.  This  done,  I 
went  out  for  a  little  while  to  breathe  the 
fresh  air,  and  to  think.  I  was  soon  weary, 
and  went  back  again  to  my  room  to  rest. 
My  kind  old  Benjamin  left  me  at  perfect 
liberty  to  be  alone  as  long  as  I  pleased. 
Towards  the  afternoon,  I  began  to  feel  a 
little  more  like  my  old  self  again.  I  mean, 
by  this,  that  I  could  think  of  Eustace,  with- 
out bursting  out  crying,  and  could  speak 

Q2 
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to  Benjamin,  without  distressing  and  fright- 
ening the  dear  old  man. 

That  night,  I  had  a  little  more  sleep. 
The  next  morning,  I  was  strong  enough 
to  confront  the  first  and  foremost  duty  that 
I  now  owed  to  myself — the  duty  of  answer- 
ing my  husband's  letter. 

I  wrote  to  him  in  these  words  : — 

'  I  am  still  too  weak  and  weary,  Eustace, 
to  write  to  you  at  any  length.  But  my 
mind  is  clear.  I  have  formed  my  own 
opinion  of  you  and  your  letter  ;  and  I  know 
what  I  mean  to  do  now  you  have  left  me. 
Some  women,  in  my  situation,  might  think 
that  you  had  forfeited  all  right  to  their 
confidence.  I  don't  think  that.  So  I 
write  and  tell  you  what  is  in  my  mind,  in 
the  plainest  and  fewest  words  that  I  can  use. 

'  You  say  you  love  me — and  you  leave 
me.  I  don't  understand  loving  a  woman, 
and  leaving  her.  For  my  part,  in  spite  of 
the  hard  things  you  have  said  and  written 
to  me,  and  in  spite  of  the  cruel  manner  in 
which  you  have  left  me,  I  love  you — and  I 
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won't  give  you  up.    No  !  As  long  as  I  live, 
I  mean  to  live  your  wife. 

'  Does  this  surprise  you  ?  It  surprises 
me.  If  another  woman  wrote  in  this  man- 
ner to  a  man  who  had  behaved  to  her  as 
you  have  behaved,  I  should  be  quite  at  a 
loss  to  account  for  her  conduct.  I  am 
quite  at  a  loss  to  account  for  my  own  con- 
duct. I  ought  to  hate  you — and  yet  I 
can't  help  loving  you.  I  am  ashamed  of 
myself  ;  but  so  it  is. 

'  You  need  feel  no  fear  of  my  attempt- 
ing to  find  out  where  you  are,  and  of  my 
trying  to  persuade  you  to  return  to  me.  I 
am  not  quite  foolish  enough  to  do  that. 
You  are  not  in  a  fit  state  of  mind  to  return 
to  me.  You  are  all  wrong,  all  over,  from 
head  to  foot.  When  you  get  right  again, 
I  am  vain  enough  to  think  that  you  will 
return  to  me  of  your  own  accord.  And 
shall  I  be  weak  enough  to  forgive  you  ? 
Yes !  I  shall  certainly  be  weak  enough  to 
forgive  you. 

'  But  how  are  you  to  get  right  again  ? 

'  I   have  puzzled  my  brains  over  this 
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question  by  night  and  by  day — and  my 
opinion  is  that  you  will  never  get  right 
again,  unless  I  help  you. 

'  How  am  I  to  help  you  ? 

'  The  question  is  easily  answered. 
What  the  Law  has  failed  to  do  for  you, 
your  Wife  must  do  for  you.  Do  you  re- 
member what  I  said,  when  we  were  to- 
gether in  the  back  room  at  Major  Fitz- 
David's  house  ?  I  told  you  that  the  first 
thought  that  came  to  me,  when  I  heard 
what  the  Scotch  Jury  had  done,  was  the 
thought  of  setting  their  vile  Verdict  right. 
Well !  Your  letter  has  fixed  this  idea  more 
firmly  in  my  mind  than  ever.  The  only 
chance  that  I  can  see  of  winning  you  back 
to  me,  in  the  character  of  a  penitent  and 
loving  husband,  is  to  change  that  underhand 
Scotch  Verdict  of  Not  Proven,  into  an 
honest  English  verdict  of  Not  Guilty. 

'  Are  you  surprised  at  the  knowledge 
of  the  law  which  this  way  of  writing  betrays 
in  an  ignorant  woman  ?  I  have  been 
learning,  my  dear :  the  Law  and  the  Lady 
have  begun  by  understanding  one  another. 
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In  plain  English,  I  have  looked  into  Ogil- 
vie's  Imperial  Dictionary ;  and  Ogilvie 
tells  me  :  "  A  verdict  of  Not  Proven  only 
indicates  that,  in  the  opinion  of  the  Jury, 
there  is  a  deficiency  in  the  evidence  to 
convict  the  prisoner.  A  verdict  of  Not 
Guilty  imports  the  Jury's  opinion  that  the 
prisoner  is  innocent." — Eustace  !  that  shall 
be  the  opinion  of  the  world  in  general,  and 
of  the  Scotch  Jury  in  particular,  in  your 
case.  To  that  one  object  I  dedicate  my 
life  to  come,  if  God  spares  me  ! 

'  Who  will  help  me,  when  I  need  help, 
is  more  than  I  yet  know.  There  was  a 
time  when  I  had  hoped  that  we  should  go 
hand  in  hand  together  in  doing  this  good 
work.  That  hope  is  at  an  end.  I  no  longer 
expect  you,  or  ask  you,  to  help  me.  A 
man  who  thinks  as  you  think,  can  give  no 
help  to  anybody — it  is  his  miserable  con- 
dition to  have  no  hope.  So  be  it !  I  will 
hope  for  two,  and  will  work  for  two  ;  and 
I  shall  find  some  one  to  help  me — never 
fear — if  I  deserve  it. 

'  I  will  say  nothing  about  my  plans — I 


232  THE   LAW  and  THE  LADY. 

have  not  read  the  Trial  yet.  It  is  quite 
enough  for  me  that  I  know  you  are  inno- 
cent. When  a  man  is  innocent,  there  must 
be  a  way  of  proving  it :  the  one  thing 
needful  is  to  find  the  way.  Sooner  or  later, 
with  or  without  assistance,  I  shall  find  it. 
Yes  !  before  I  know  any  single  particular 
of  the  Case,  I  tell  you  positively — I  shall 
find  it ! 

'  You  may  laugh  over  this  blind  confi- 
dence on  my  part,  or  you  may  cry  over  it. 
I  don't  pretend  to  know  whether  I  am  an 
object  for  ridicule  or  an  object  for  pity.  Of 
one  thing  only  I  am  certain.  I  mean  to 
win  you  back,  a  man  vindicated  before  the 
world,  without  a  stain  on  his  character  or 
his  name — thanks  to  his  Wife. 

'  Write  to  me  sometimes,  Eustace ;  and 
believe  me,  through  all  the  bitterness  of 
this  bitter  business,  your  faithful  and 
loving 

'  Valeria.' 

There  was  my  reply !  Poor  enough  as 
a  composition  (I  could  write  a  much  better 
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letter  now),  it  had,  if  I  may  presume  to  say- 
so,  one  merit.  It  was  the  honest  expres- 
sion of  what  I  really  meant  and  felt. 

I  read  it  to  Benjamin.  He  held  up 
his  hands  with  his  customary  gesture  when 
he  was  thoroughly  bewildered  and  dis- 
mayed. '  It  seems  the  rashest  letter  that 
ever  was  written,'  said  the  dear  old  man. 
'  I  never  heard,  Valeria,  of  a  woman  doing 
what  you  propose  to  do.  Lord  help  us ! 
the  new  generation  is  beyond  my  fathom- 
ing. I  wish  your  uncle  Starkweather  was 
here  :  I  wonder  what  he  would  say  ?  Oh, 
dear  me,  what  a  letter  from  a  wife  to  a 
husband  !  Do  you  really  mean  to  send  it 
to  him  ? ' 

I  added  immeasurably  to  my  old  friend's 
surprise,  by  not  even  employing  the  post- 
office.  I  wished  to  see  the  '  Instructions' 
which  my  husband  had  left  behind  him. 
So  I  took  the  letter  to  his  lawyers  myself. 

The  firm  consisted  of  two  partners. 
They  both  received  me  together.  One 
was  a  soft  lean  man,  with  a  sour  smile. 
The  other  was  a  hard  fat  man,  with  ill- 
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tempered  eyebrows.  I  took  a  great  dislike 
to  both  of  them.  On  their  side,  they  ap- 
peared to  feel  a  strong  distrust  of  me.  We 
began  by  disagreeing.  They  showed  me 
my  husband's  Instructions ;  providing, 
among  other  things,  for  the  payment  of 
one  clear  half  of  his  income,  as  long  as  he 
lived,  to  his  wife.  I  positively  refused  to 
touch  a  farthing  of  his  money. 

The  lawyers  were  unaffectedly  shocked 
and  astonished  at  this  decision.  Nothing 
of  the  sort  had  ever  happened  before,  in 
the  whole  course  of  their  experience.  They 
argued  and  remonstrated  with  me.  The 
partner  with  the  ill-ter>:pered  eyebrows 
wanted  to  know  what  my  reasons  were. 
The  partner  with  the  sour  smile  reminded 
his  colleague  satirically  that  I  was  a  lady, 
and  had  therefore  no  reasons  to  give.  I 
only  answered,  '  Be  so  good  as  to  forward 
my  letter,  gentlemen  ' — and  left  them. 

I  have  no  wish  to  claim  any  credit  to 
myself  in  these  pages  which  I  do  not 
honestly  deserve.  The  truth  is  that  my 
pride  forbade  me  to  accept  help  from  Eus- 


THE    WOMAN'S  ANSWER.  235 

tace,  now  that  he  had  left  me.  My  own 
little  fortune  (eight  hundred  a  year)  had 
been  settled  on  myself  when  I  married.  It 
had  been  more  than  I  wanted  as  a  single 
woman,  and  I  was  resolved  that  it  should, 
be  enough  for  me  now.  Benjamin  had 
insisted  on  my  considering  his  cottage  as 
my  home.  Under  these  circumstances,  the 
expenses  in  which  my  determination  to 
clear  my  husband's  character  might  involve 
me,  were  the  only  expenses  for  which  I 
had  to  provide.  I  could  afford  to  be  inde- 
pendent— and  independent  I  resolved  that 
I  would  be. 

While  I  am  occupied  in  confessing  my 
weakness  and  my  errors,  it  is  only  right  to 
add  that,  dearly  as  I  still  loved  my  un- 
happy misguided  husband,  there  was  one 
little  fault  of  his  which  I  found  it  not  easy 
to  forgive. 

Pardoning  other  things,  I  could  not 
pardon  his  concealing  from  me  that  he  had 
been  married  to  a  first  wife.  Why  I  should 
have  felt  this  so  bitterly  as  I  did,  at  certain 
times  and  seasons,  I  am  not  able  to  explain. 
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Jealousy  was  at  the  bottom  of  it,  I  suppose. 
And  yet,  I  was  not  conscious  of  being  jea- 
lous—especially when  I  thought  of  the 
poor  creature's  miserable  death.  Still, 
at  odd  times  when  I  was  discouraged  and 
out  of  temper,  I  used  to  say  to  myself, 
'  Eustace  ought  not  to  have  kept  that  secret 
from  me.'  What  would  he  have  said,  if  I 
had  been  a  widow,  and  had  never  told  him 
of  it? 

It  was  eetting  on  towards  evening  when 
I  returned  to  the  cottage.  Benjamin  ap- 
peared to  have  been  on  the  look-out  for 
me.  Before  I  could  ring  at  the  bell  he 
opened  the  garden  gate. 

'  Prepare-  yourself  for  a  surprise,  my 
dear,'  he  said.  '  Your  uncle,  the  Reverend 
Doctor  Starkweather,  has  arrived  from  the 
North,  and  is  waiting  to  see  you.  He  re- 
ceived your  letter  this  morning,  and  he 
took  the  first  train  to  London  as  soon  as 
he  had  read  it.' 

In  another  minute  my  uncle's  strong 
arms  were  round  me.  In  my  forlorn  posi- 
tion, I   felt  the  good  Vicar's  kindness,  in 
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travelling  all  the  way  to  London  to  see  me, 
very  gratefully.  It  brought  the  tears  into 
my  eyes — tears,  without  bitterness,  that  did 
me  good. 

'  I  have  come,  my  dear  child,  to  take 
you  back  to  your  old  home,'  he  said.  '  No 
words  can  tell  how  fervently  I  wish  you 
had  never  left  your  aunt  and  me.  Well  ! 
well !  we  won't  talk  about  it.  The  mischief 
is  done — and  the  next  thing  is  to  mend  it 
as  well  as  we  can.  If  I  could  only  get 
within  arm's  length  of  that  husband  of 
yours,  Valeria — there  !  there !  God  forgive 
me,  I  am  forgetting  that  I  am  a  clergyman. 
What  shall  I  forget  next,  I  wonder  ?  By- 
the-bye,  your  aunt  sends  you  her  dearest 
love.  She  is  more  superstitious  than  ever. 
This  miserable  business  doesn't  surprise 
her  a  bit.  She  says  it  all  began  with  your 
making  that  mistake  about  your  name  in 
signing  the  church  register.  You  remem- 
ber ?  Was  there  ever  such  stuff  ?  Ah, 
she's  a  foolish  woman,  that  wife  of  mine  ! 
But  she  means  well — a  good  soul  at  bot- 
tom.     She  would  have   travelled  all  the 
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way  here  along  with  me,  if  I  would  have 
let  her.  I  said,  "  No  ;  you  stop  at  home  and 
look  after  the  house  and  the  parish  ;  and 
I'll  brine  the  child  back."  You  shall  have 
your  old  bedroom,  Valeria,  with  the  white 
curtains,  you  know,  looped  up  with  blue ! 
We  will  return  to  the  Vicarage  (if  you  can 
get  up  in  time)  by  the  nine-forty  train  to- 
morrow morning.' 

Return  to  the  Vicarage  !  How  could 
I  do  that  ?  How  could  I  hope  to  gain 
what  was  now  the  one  object  of  my  exist- 
ence, if  I  buried  myself  in  a  remote  north- 
country  village?  It  was  simply  impossible 
for  me  to  accompany  Doctor  Starkweather 
on  his  return  to  his  own  house. 

'  I  thank  you,  uncle,  with  all  my  heart,' 
I  said.  '  But  I  am  afraid  I  can't  leave 
London  for  the  present.' 

'  You  can't  leave  London  for  the  pre- 
sent ? '  he  repeated.  '  What  does  the  girl 
mean,  Mr.  Benjamin  ? ' 

Benjamin  evaded  a  direct  reply. 

'  She  is  kindly  welcome  here,    Doctor 
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Starkweather,'   he  said,    '  as    long  as  she 
chooses  to  stay  with  me.' 

'  That's  no  answer,'  retorted  my  uncle, 
in  his  rough-and-ready  way.  He  turned  to 
me.  *  What  is  there  to  keep  you  in  Lon- 
don ? '  he  asked.  '  You  used  to  hate  Lon- 
don.    I  suppose  there  is  some  reason  ?  ' 

It  was  only  due  to  my  good  guardian 
and  friend  that  I  should  take  him  into  my 
confidence  sooner  or  later.  There  was  no 
help  for  it  but  to  rouse  my  courage  and  tell 
him  frankly  what  I  had  it  in  my  mind  to 
do.  The  Vicar  listened  in  breathless  dis- 
may. He  turned  to  Benjamin,  with  dis- 
tress as  well  as  surprise  in  his  face,  when  I 
had  done. 

'  God  help  her  ! '  cried  the  worthy  man. 
'  The  poor  thing's  troubles  have  turned  her 
brain ! ' 

'  I  thought  you  would  disapprove  of  it, 
sir,'  said  Benjamin,  in  his  mild  and  mode- 
rate way.  '  I  confess  I  disapprove  of  it 
myself.' 

'  "  Disapprove  of  it,"  isn't  the  word,'  re- 
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torted  the  Vicar.  '  Don't  put  it  in  that 
feeble  way,  if  you  please.  An  act  of  mad- 
ness— that's  what  it  is,  if  she  really  means 
what  she  says.'  He  turned  my  way,  and 
looked  as  he  used  to  look,  at  the  afternoon 
service,  when  he  was  catechising  an  obsti- 
nate child.  '  You  don't  mean  it,'  he  said, 
'  do  you  ? ' 

'  I  am  sorry  to  forfeit  your  good  opi- 
nion, uncle,'  I  replied.  '  But  I  must  own 
that  I  do  certainly  mean  it.' 

'  In  plain  English,'  retorted  the  Vicar, 
'  you  are  conceited  enough  to  think  that 
you  can  succeed  where  the  greatest  lawyers 
in  Scotland  have  failed.  They  couldn't 
prove  this  man's  innocence,  all  working 
together.  And  you  are  going  to  prove  it 
single-handed  ?  Upon  my  word,  you  are  a 
wonderful  woman,'  cried  my  uncle,  suddenly 
descending  from  indignation  to  irony. 
'  May  a  plain  country  parson,  who  isn't  used 
to  lawyers  in  petticoats,  be  permitted  to 
ask  how  you  mean  to  do  it  ? ' 

'  I  mean  to  begin  by  reading  the  Trial, 
uncle.' 
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'  Nice  reading  for  a  young  woman  ! 
You  will  be  wanting  a  batch  of  nasty 
French  novels  next.  Well,  and  when  you 
have  read  the  Trial — what  then  ?  Have 
you  thought  of  that  ? ' 

'  Yes,  uncle.  I  have  thought  of  that. 
I  shall  first  try  to  form  some  conclusion 
(after  reading  the  Trial)  as  to  the  guilty 
person  who  really  committed  the  crime. 
Then,  I  shall  make  out  a  list  of  the  wit- 
nesses who  spoke  in  my  husband's  defence. 
I  shall  go  to  those  witnesses,  and  tell  them 
who  I  am,  and  what  I  want.  I  shall  ask 
all  sorts  of  questions  which  grave  lawyers 
might  think  it  beneath  their  dignity  to  put. 
I  shall  be  guided,  in  what  I  do  next,  by  the 
answers  I  receive.  And  I  shall  not  be 
discouraged,  no  matter  what  difficulties  are 
thrown  in  my  way.  Those  are  my  plans, 
uncle,  so  far  as  I  know  them  now.' 

The  Vicar  and  Benjamin  looked  at  each 
other,  as  if  they  doubted  the  evidence  of 
their  own  senses.      The  Vicar  spoke. 

'  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me,'  he  said,  '  that 
you  arc  croin:'"  roaming  about  the  country, 
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to  throw  yourself  on  the  mercy  of 
strangers,  and  to  risk  whatever  rough  re- 
ception you  may  get  in  the  course  of  your 
travels  ?  You  !  A  young  woman  !  De- 
serted by  your  husband  !.  With  nobody  to 
protect  you  !  Mr.  Benjamin,  do  you  hear 
her  ?  And  can  you  believe  your  ears  ?  I 
declare  to  Heaven  /  don't  know  whether  I 
am  awake  or  dreaming.  Look  at  her — 
just  look  at  her !  There  she  sits  as  cool 
and  easy  as  if  she  had  said  nothing  at  all 
extraordinary,  and  was  going  to  do  nothing 
out  of  the  common  way  !  What  am  I  to 
do  with  her — that's  the  serious  question 
— what  on  earth  am  I  to  do  with  her  ?' 

'  Let  me  try  my  experiment,  uncle,  rash 
as  it  may  look  to  you,'  I  said.  '  Nothing 
else  will  comfort  and  support  me  ;  and  God 
knows  I  want  comfort  and  support.  Don't 
think  me  obstinate.  I  am  ready  to  admit 
that  there  are  serious  difficulties  in  my  way.' 
The  Vicar  resumed  his  ironical  tone. 
'  Oh  ! '  he  said.  '  You  admit  that,  do 
you  ?  Well,  there  is  something  gained,  at 
any  rate  ! ' 
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'  Many  another  woman  before  me,'  I 
went  on,  '  has  faced  serious  difficulties,  and 
has  conquered  them — for  the  sake  of  the 
man  she  loved.' 

Doctor  Starkweather  rose  slowly  to  his 
feet,  with  the  air  of  a  person  whose  capa- 
city of  toleration  had  reached  its  last 
limits. 

'  Am  I  to  understand  that  you  are  still 
in  love  with  Mr.  Eustace  Macallan  ? '  he 
asked. 

'  Yes,'  I  answered. 

'  The  hero  of  the  oreat  Poison  Trial  ? ' 
pursued  my  uncle.  '  The  man  who  has 
deceived  and  deserted  you  ?  You  love 
him?' 

'  I  love  him  more  dearly  than  ever.' 

'  Mr.  Benjamin,'  said  the  Vicar.  '  If 
she  recovers  her  senses  between  this  and 
nine  o'clock  to-morrow  morning,  send  her 
with  her  luggage  to  Loxley's  Hotel,  where 
I  am  now  staying.  Good  night,  Valeria. 
I  shall  consult  with  your  aunt  as  to  what 
is  to  be  done  next.    I  have  no  more  to  say.' 

'  Give  me  a  kiss,  uncle,  at  parting.' 
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'Oh,  yes.  I'll  give  you  a  kiss.  Any- 
thing you  like,  Valeria.  I  shall  be  sixty- 
live  next  birthday  ;  and  I  thought  I  knew 
something  of  women,  at  my  time  of  life. 
It  seems  I  know  nothing.  Loxley's  Hotel 
is  the  address,  Mr.  Benjamin.   Good  night.' 

Benjamin  looked  very  grave  when  he 
returned  to  me,  after  accompanying  Doctor 
Starkweather  to  the  garden  rate. 

'  Pray  be  advised,  my  dear,'  he  said. 
'  I  don't  ask  you  to  consider  my  view  of 
this  matter  as  good  for  much.  But  your 
uncle's  opinion  is  surely  worth  considering  ?' 

I  did  not  reply.  It  was  useless  to  say 
any  more.  I  made  up  my  mind  to  be  mis- 
understood and  discouraged,  and  to  bear 
it.  '  Good  night,  my  dear  old  friend,'  was 
all  I  said  to  Benjamin.  Then  I  turned 
away — I  confess  with  the  tears  in  my  eyes 
— and  took  refuge  in  my  bedroom. 

The  window-blind  was  up  ;  and  the 
autumn  moonlight  shone  brilliantly  into 
the  little  room. 

As  I  stood  by  the  window,  looking  out, 
the  memory  came  to  me  of  another  moon- 


THE    irOAELVS  AXSU'ER.  245 

light  night — when  Eustace  and  I  were 
walking  together  in  the  Vicarage  Q-arden 
before  our  marriage.  It  was  the  night  of 
which  I  have  written,  many  pages  back, 
when  there  were  obstacles  to  our  union, 
and  when  Eustace  had  offered  to  release 
me  from  my  engagement  to  him.  I  saw 
the  dear  face  again,  looking  at  me  in  the 
moonlight  ;  I  heard  once  more  his  words, 
and  mine.  '  Forgive  me '  (he  had  said) 
'  for  having  loved  you — passionately,  de- 
votedly loved  you.  Forgive  me,  and  let 
me  o-o.' 

And  I  had  answered,  '  Oh,  Eustace,  I 
am  only  a  woman — don't  madden  me  !  I 
can't  live  without  you.  I  must,  and  will, 
be  your  wife  ! '  And  now,  after  marriage 
had  united  us,  we  were  parted  !  Parted, 
still  loving  each  other  as  passionately  as 
ever.  And  why  ?  Because  he  had  been 
accused  of  a  crime  that  he  had  never  com- 
mitted, and  because  a  Scotch  jury  had 
failed  to  see  that  he  was  an  innocent  man. 

I  looked  at  the  lovely  moonlight, 
pursuing    these    remembrances    and   these 
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thoughts.  A  new  ardour  burnt  in  me. 
'  No  ! '  I  said  to  myself.  '  Neither  relations 
nor  friends  shall  prevail  on  me  to  falter  and 
fail  in  my  husband's  cause.  The  assertion 
of  his  innocence  is  the  work  of  my  life — I 
will  be^in  it  to-night ! ' 

I  drew  down  the  blind,  and  lit  the 
candles.  In  the  quiet  night — alone  and 
unaided — I  took  my  first  step  on  the  toil- 
some and  terrible  journey  that  lay  before 
me.  From  the  title-page  to  the  end, 
without  stopping  to  rest  and  without  miss- 
ing a  word,  I  read  the  Trial  of  my  husband 
for  the  murder  of  his  wife. 
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*»*  The  "  Comic  Almanacks"  of  George  Cruikshank  have  long  been  regarded  by 
admirers  of  this  inimitable  artist  as  among  his  finest,  most  characteristic  pro- 
ductions.  Extending  over  a  period  of  nineteen  years,  from  1835  to  1853,  inclusive, 
they  embrace  the  best  period  of  his  artistic  career,  and  show  the  varied  excellences 
of  his  marvellous  power.  The  late  Mr.  Tilt,  of  Fleet  Street,  first  conceived  the 
idea  of  the  "  Comic  Almanack"  and  at  various  times  there  were  engaged  upon  it 
sueh  writers  as  Thackeray,  Albert  Smith,  the  Brothers  Mayhew,  the  late 
Robert  Brough,  Gilbert  A'Beckett,  and,  it  has  been  asserted,  Tom  Hood  the 
elder.  Thackeray's  stories  of  "  Stubbs'  Calendar;  or,  The  Fatal  Boots,"  which 
subsequently  appeared  as  "  Stubbs'  Diary  ;"  and  "  Barber  Cox  ;  or,  The  Cutting 
of  his  Comb,"  formed  the  leading  attractions  in  the  numbers  for  1839  and  1840. 

THE   BEST  GUIDE  TO  HERALDRY. 

Cussans'   Handbook  of 

Heraldry;  with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient  MSS.; 
also,  Rules  for  the  Appointment  of  Liveries, 
&c,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans.  Illus-' 
trated  with  360  Plates  and  Woodcuts. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,gilt  andemblazoned, 
Is.  6d. 

V  This  volume,  beautifully  printed  on  toned fater 
contains  not  only  the  ordinary  matter  to  be  found 
in  the  best  books  on  the  science  of  Armory,  but  seve- 
ral other  subjects  hitherto  unnoticed.  Amongst 
these  may  be  mentioned .— 1.  Directions  for 
•J- Racing  Pedigrees.  2.  Deciphering  Ancient 
Mbb.,  illustrated  by  Alphabets  and  Fac- 
similes. 3.  The  Appointment  of  Liveries 
4.  Continental  and  American  Heraldry    &c. 
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NEW  AND   IMPORTANT   WORE. 

Cyclopaedia  of  Costume  ;  or,  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Dress,  Regal,  Ecclesiastical,  Civil,  and  Military,  from 
the  Earliest  Period  in  England  to  the  reign  of  George  the  Third. 
Including  Notices  of  Contemporaneous  Fashions  on  the  Continent, 
and  preceded  by  a  General  History  of  the  Costume  of  the  Principal 
Countries  of  Europe.    By  J.  R.  Planch£,  F.S.A.,  Somerset  Herald. 

This  work  will  be  published  in  Twenty-four  Monthly  Parts,  quarto,  at  Five 
Shillings,  profusely  illustrated  by  Plates  and  Wood  Engravings  ;  with  each  Part 
will  also  be  issued  a  splendid  Coloured  Plate,  from  an  original  Painting  or  Illu- 
mination, of  Royal  and  Noble  Personages,  and  National  Costume,  both  foreign  and 
domestic.     The  First  Part  will  be  ready  on  Jan.  i,  1875. 

IN  collecting  materials  for  a  History  of  Costume  of 
more  importance  than  the  little  handbook  which  has 
met  with  so  much  favour  as  an  elementary  work,  I  was 
not  only  made  aware  of  my  own  deficiencies,  but  sur- 
prised to  find  how  much  more  vague  are  the  explana- 
tions, and  contradictory  the  statements,  of  our  best 
authorities,  than  they  appeared  to  me,  when,  in  the 
plenitude  of  my  ignorance,  I  rushed  upon  almost  un- 
trodden ground,  and  felt  bewildered  by  the  mass  of 
unsifted  evidence  and  unhesitating  assertion  which  met 
my  eyes  at  every  turn. 

During  the  forty  years  which  have  elapsed  since  the 
I  publication  of  the  first  edition  of  my  "  History  of  British 
Costume"  in  the  "Library  of  Entertaining  Know- 
ledge," archaeological  investigation  has  received  such 
an  impetus  by  the  establishment  of  metropolitan  and 
provincial  peripatetic  antiquarian  societies,  that  a  flood 
of  light  has  been  poured  upon  us,  by  which  we  are 
enabled  to  re-examine  our  opinions  and  discover  reasons 
to  doubt,  if  we  cannot  find  facts  to  authenticate. 

That  the  former  greatly  preponderate  is  a  grievous 
acknowledgment  to  make  after  assiduously  devoting 
the  leisure  of  half  my  life  to  the  pursuit  of  information 
on  this,  to  me,  most  fascinating  subject.  It  is  some 
consolation,  however,  to  feel  that  where  I  cannot  in- 
struct, I  shall  certainly  not  mislead,  and  that  the  reader 
will  find,  under  each  head,  all  that  is  known  to,  or 
suggested  by,  the  most  competent  writers  I   am  ac- 

quainted  with,  either  here  or  on  the  Continent. 

That  this  work  appears  in  a  glossarial  form  arises  from  the  desire  of  many  artists, 
who  have  expressed  to  me  the  difficulty  they  constantly  meet  with  in  their  en- 
deavours to  ascertain  the  complete  form  of  a  garment,  or  the  exact  mode  of  fastening 
a  piece  of  armour,  or  buckling  of  a  belt,  from  their  study  of  a  sepulchral  effigy  or 
a  figure  in  an  illumination;  the  attitude  of  the  personages  represented,  or  the  dispo- 
sition of  other  portions  of  their  attire,  effectually  preventing  the  requisite  examination. 
The  books  supplying  any  such  information  are  very  few,  and  tha  best  confined  to 
armour  or  ecclesiastical  costume.  The  only  English  publication  of  the  kind  required, 
that  I  am  aware  of,  is  the  late  Mr.  Fairholt's  "  Costume  in  England  "  (8vo,  London, 
1846),  the  last  two  hundred  pages  of  which  contain  a  glossary,  the  most  valuable 
portion  whereof  are  the  quotations  from  old  plays,  mediaeval  romances,  and  satirical 
ballads,  containing  allusions  to  various  articles  of  attire  in  fashion  at  the  time  of 
their  composition.  Twenty-eight  years  have  expired  since  that  book  appeared,  and 
it  has  been  thought  that  a  more  comprehensive  work  on  the  subject  than  has  yet 
issued  from  the  English  press,  combining  the  pith  of  the  information  of  many  costly 
foreign  publications,  and,  in  its  illustrations,  keeping  in  view  the  special  require- 
ment of  the  artist,  to  which  I  have  alluded,  would  be,  in  these  days  of  educational 
progress  and  critical  inquiry,  a  welcome  addition  to  the  library  of  an.  English 
gentleman. J.  R.  PLANCHE. 
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Cussans'    History    of   Hertfordshire. 

A  County  History,  got  up  in  si  very  superior  manner,  and  ranging 
with  the  finest  works  of  its  class.  By  John  E.  Cussans.  Illus- 
trated with  full-page  Plates  on  Copper  and  Stone,  and  a  profusion 
of  small  Woodcuts.  Parts  I.  to  VIII.  are  now  ready,  price  21s. 
each. 

***  A  n  entirely  new  History  of  this  important  County,  great  attention  being 
given  to  all  matters  pertaining  to  Family  History. 

Dickens'    Life    and     Speeches.       By 

Theodore  Taylor.  Complete  in  One  Volume,  square  i6mo, 
cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 


"DON   QUIXOTE"   IN   THE    ORIGINAL   SPANISH. 

El  Ingenioso  Hidalgo  Don  Quijote  de 

la  Mancha.  Nueva  Edicion,  corregida  y  revisada.  Por  Miguel 
de  Cervantes  Saavedra.  Complete  in  one  volume,  post  8vo> 
nearly  700  pages,  cloth  extra,  price  4^.  6d. 


GIL  BLAS  IN  SPANISH. 

Historia  de  Gil    Bias   de   Santillana. 

Por  Le  Sage.  Traducida  al  Castellano  por  el  Padre  Isla.  Nueva 
Edicion,  corregida  y  revisada.  Complete  in  One  Volume.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  nearly  600  pages,  price  4s.  6d. 

Earthward    Pilgrimage,   from  the  Next 

World  to  that  which  now  is.  By  Moncure  D.  Conway.  Crown 
8vo,  beautifully  printed  and  bound,  "]s.  6d. 

Ellis's  (Mrs.)   Mothers  of  Great  Men. 

A  New  Edition,  with  Illustrations  by  Valentine  W.  Bromley. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  over  500  pages,  6s. 

"Mrs.  Ellis  believes,  as  most  of  ui  do,  that  the  character  of  the  mother  goes  a 
long  way  ;  and,  in  illustration  of  this  doctrine,  she  has  given  us  several  lives  written 
in  her  charming,  yet  earnest,  style.  We  especially  commend  the  life  of  Byron's 
and  Napoleon's  mothers.  .  .  .  The  volume  has  some  solid  merits." — Echo. 

"This  is  a  book  which  ought  to  be  in  the  libraries  of  all  who  interest  themselves 
in  the  education  of  women." — Victoria  Magazine. 

"  An  extremely  agreeable  and  readable  book and  its  value  is  not  a  little 

enhanced  by  Mr.  Bromley's  illustrations."— Illustrated  Dramatic  News. 
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Emanuel  on  Diamonds  and  Precious 

Stones ;  Their  History,  Value,  and  Properties ;  with  Simple 
Tests  for  ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry  Emanuel,  F.R.G.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations,  Tinted  and  Plain.  A  New  Edition, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 

Edgar  Allan  Poe's  Prose  and  Poetical 

Works ;  including  Additional  Tales  and  his  fine  Critical  Essays. 


poe's  cottage  at  fordham. 


With  a  Translation  of  Charles  Baudelaire's   "Essay."    750 
pages,  crown  8vo,  fine  Portrait  and  Illustrations,  cloth  extra,  Js.  6d. 


English    Surnames:    Their  Sources  and 

Significations.  By  Charles  Wareing  Bardsley,  M.A.  Second 
Edition,  revised  throughout,  considerably  enlarged,  and  partially 
re-written.     Crown  8ro,  cloth  extra,  gs. 

"  Mr.  Bardsley  has  faithfully  consulted  the  original  mediaeval  documents  and  works 
from  which  the  origin  and  development  of  surnames  can  alone  be  satisfactorily  traced. 
He  has  furnished  a  valuable  contribution  to  the  literature  of  surnames,  and  we  hope 
to  hear  more  of  him  in  this  field." — Times. 

"Mr.  Bardsley's  volume  is  a  very  good  specimen  of  the  work  which  tke  nine- 
teenth century  can  turn  out.  He  has  evidently  bestowed  a  great  deal  of  attention, 
not  only  upon  surnames,  but  upon  philology  in  general.  The  book  is  a  mine  of 
information. ' ' —  Westminster  R  eview. 

"  We  welcome  this  book  as  an  important  addition  to  our  knowledge  of  an  im- 
portant and  interesting  subject." — Athenieum. 
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Englishman's   House  (The):  A  Practical 

Guide  to' all  interested  in  Selecting  or  Building  a  House,  with  full 
Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c.  By  C.  J.  Richardson,  Archi- 
tect, Author  of  "  Old 
English  Mansions," 
&c.  Third  Edition. 
h?.  With  nearly  600  Illus- 
HS^  trations.  Crown  8v», 
jjiSKi  cloth  extra,  is.bd. 

*»*  This  Work  might 
not  inappropriately  be 
termed  "A  Book  of 
Houses."  It  gives  every 
variety  of  house,  from  a 
workman's  cottage  to  a 
nobleman's  palace.  The 
book  is  intended  to  supply 
a  want  long  felt,  viz.,  a 
plain,  non-technical  ac- 
count of  every  style  of 
house*  with  the  cost  and 
manner  of  building. 

Faraday's     Chemical     History    of    a 

Candle.  Lectures  delivered  to  a  Juvenile  Audience.  A  New 
Edition,  edited  by  W.  Crookes,  Esq.,  F.C.S.,  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  with  all  the  Original  Illustrations,  4*.  6d. 

Faraday's  Various  Forces  of  Nature. 

A  New  Edition,  edited  by  W.  Crookes,  Esq.,  F.C.S.,  &c.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  all  the  Original  Illustrations,  4.J.  6d. 

FATHER    PROTJT'S    REMAINS. 

Final  Reliques  of  Father  Prout.  Col- 
lected and  Edited,  from  MSS.  supplied  by  the  Family  of  the  Rey. 
Francis  Mahoney,  by  Blanchard  Jerrold.       [In preparation. 


Finish  to  Life  in  and  out  of  Lon- 
don ;  or,  The  Final  Adventures  of  Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic.  By 
Pierce  Egan.  Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Spirited  Coloured 
Illustrations  by  Cruikshank,  21s. 

Flagellation   and  the  Flagellants. — A 

History  of  the  Rod  in  all  Countries,  from  the  Earliest  Period  to 
the  Present  Time.  By  the  Rev.  W.  Cooper,  B.A.  Third  Edition, 
revised  and  corrected,  with  numerous  Illustrations.  Thick  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  12s.  6d. 
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Fools'  Paradise  ;  with  the  Many  Wonder- 
ful Adventures  there,  as  seen  in  the  strange,  surprising  Peep-Show  of 
Professor  Wolley  Cobble.  Crown  4to,  with  nearly  350  very  funny 
Coloured  Pictures,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  p.  6d. 


THE   PROFESSOR  S    LEETLE    MUSIC    LESSON. 


RUSKIN    AND    CRUIKSHANK. 

German  Popular  Stories.     Collected  by 

the  Brothers  Grimm,  and  Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  JOHN  RUSKIN.  With  22  Illustrations  after 
the  inimitable  designs  of  George  Cruikshank.  Both  Series 
complete.     Square  crown  8vo,  6s.  6d.;  gilt  leaves,  Js.  6d. 

"  The  illustrations  of  this  volume  ....  are  of  quite  sterling  and  admirable  art, 
in  a  class  precisely  parallel  in  elevation  to  the  character  of  the  tales  which  they 
illustrate  ;  and  the  original  etchings,  as  I  have  before  said  in  the  Appendix  to  my 
'  Elements  of  Drawing/  were  unrivalled  in  masterfulness  of  touch  since  Rembrandt 
(in  some  qualities  of  delineation,  unrivalled  even  by  him) To  make  some- 
what enlarged  copies  of  them,  looking  at  them  through  a  magnifying  glass,  and 
never  putting  two  lines  where  Cruikshank  has  put  only  one,  would  be  an  exercise  in 
decision  and  severe  drawing  which  would  leave  afterwards  little  to  be  learnt  in 
schools." — Extract  fro7>i  Introduction  by  John  Ruskin. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought.  The  Best 

Encyclopaedia  of  Quotations  and  Elegant  Extracts,  from  Writers  of 
all  Times  and  all  Countries,  ever  formed.  Selected  and  Edited  by 
Theodore  Taylor.  Crown  8vo,  very  handsomely  bound,  cloth 
gilt,  and  gilt  edges,  "]s.  6d. 
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Genial    Showman  ;    or,  Show  Life  in  the 

New  World.  Adventures  with.  Artemus  Ward,  and  the  Story  of  his 
Life.  By  E.  P.  Hingston.  Third  Edition.  Crown  8vo,  Illustrated 
by  W.  Brunton,  cloth  extra,  7*.  6d. 

THE    GOLDEN    LIBRARY. 

Square  i6mo  (Tauchnitz  size),  cloth,  extra  gilt,  price  2s.  per  vol. 

Clerical    Anecdotes  :    The  Humours  and 

Eccentricities  of  "the  Cloth." 


Holmes's   Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast 

Table.     With  an  Introduction  by  George  Augustus  Sala. 

Holmes's  Professor  at  the  Breakfast 

Table.    With  the  Story  of  Iris. 


Hood's   Whims    and    Oddities.     Both 

Series  complete  in  One  Volume,  with  all  the  original  Illustrations. 

Lamb's  Essays  of  El ia.  Both  Series  com- 
plete in  One  Volume. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a  Chim- 
ney Corner,  and  other  Pieces.  With  Portrait,  and  Introduction  by 
Edmund  Ollier. 

Shelley's  Early  Poems:  Queen  Mab,  &c. 

Reprinted  from  the  Author's  Original  Editions.  With  Essay  by 
Leigh  Hunt.     (First  Series  of  his  Works.) 

Shelley's  Later  Poems :  Laon  and  Cythna, 

the  Cenci,  and  other  Pieces.  Reprinted  from  the  Author's  Original 
Editions.   With  an  Introductory  Essay.   (Second  Series  of  his  Works.) 

Shelley's    Miscellaneous    Poems  and 

Prose  Works.  The  Third  and  Fourth  Series,  These  Two  Volumes 
will  include  the  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by  Mrs.  Shelley 
in  1824;  the  Shelley  Papers,  published  in  1833;  the  Six  Weeks' 
Tour  (1816) ;  the  Notes  to  "Queen  Mab,"  &c.  ;  the  Marlow  and 
Dublin  Pamphlets  ;  "The  Wandering  Jew,"  a  Poem  ;  and  the  two 
Novels,  "  Zastrozzi  "  and  "St.  Irvyne."  The  three  last  now  first 
included  in  any  edition  of  Shelley. 
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Great  Conde  (The),  and  the  Period  of 

the  Fronde  :  An  Historical  Sketch.  By  Walter  FitzPatrick. 
Second  Edition,  in  2  rols.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  15^. 

Greenwood's      (James)      Wilds      of 

London  ;  Being  Descriptive  Sketches,  from  the  Personal  Observa- 
tions and  Experiences  of  the  Writer,  of  Remarkable  Scenes,  People, 
and  Places  in  London.  By  James  Greenwood,  the  "Lambeth 
Casual."  With  Twelve  full-page  tinted  Illustrations  by  Alfred 
Concanen.      Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  Js.  6d. 

"Mr.  James  Greenwood  presents  himself  once  more  in  the  character  of  '  one  whose 
delight  it  is  to  do  his  humble  endeavour  towards  exposing  and  extirpating  social 
abuses  and  those  hole-and-corner  evils  which  afflict  society.'  " — Saturday  Review. 

Hall's  (Mrs.  S.    C.)  Sketches  of  Irish 

Character.  "Wooing  and  Wedding,"  "Jack  the  Shrimp," 
"Peter  the  Prophet,"  "Good  and  Bad  Spirits,"  "Mabel 
O'Neil's  Curse,"  &c,  &c.  With  numerous  Illustrations  on  Steel 
and  Wood,  by  Daniel  Maclise,  R.A.,  Sir  John  Gilbert,  W. 
Harvey,  and  G.  Cruikshank.     8vo,  pp.  450,  cloth  extra,  Js.  6d. 


i^iM^3%i: 


ar^H 


"The  Irish  sketches  of  this  lady  resemble  Miss  Mitford's  beautiful  English 
Sketches  in  '  Our  Village,'  but  they  are  far  more  vigorous  and  picturesque  ana 
bright.  '* — Blackwood's  Magazine. 
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THE  MOST  COMPLETE  HOGAETH  EVER  PUBLISHED. 

Hogarth's  Works  :  with  Life  and  Anecdotal 

Descriptions  of  the  Pictures,  by  John  Ireland  and  John  Nichols. 
The  Work  includes  1 60  Engravings,  reduced  in  exact  facsimile  of 
the  Original  Plates,  specimens  of  which  have  now  become  very 
scarce.  The  whole  in  Three  Series,  8vo,  cloth,  gilt,  7.zs.  6d.;  or, 
separately,  "js.  6d.  per  volume.     Each  Series  is  Complete  in  itself. 


THE  TALKING  HAND. 

"  Will  be  a  great  boon  to  authors  and  artists  as  well  as  amateurs.  .  .  .  Very 
cheap  and  very  complete." — Standard. 

"  For  all  practical  purposes  the  three  handsome  volumes  comprising  this  edition 
are  equal  to  a  collection  of  Hogarthian  prints.  We  are  quite  sure  that  any  one  who 
adds  this  work  to  his  library  will  be  amply  repaid  by  the  inexhaustible  charms  of  its 
facsimile  prints." — Birmingham  Daily  Mail. 

"  The  plates  are  reduced  in  size,  but  yet  truthfully  reproduced.  The  best  and  • 
cheapest  edition  of  Hogarth's  complete  works  yet  brought  forward.  "—Building  News. 

"  Three  very  interesting  volumes,  important  and  valuable  additions  to  the  library] 

The  edition  is  thoroughly  well  brought  out,  and  carefully  printed  on  fine  paper." 

A  rt  Journal. 


Hogarth's  Five  Days'  Frolic;  or,  Pere- 
grinations by  Land  and  Water.  Illustrated  with  Tinted  Drawings, 
made  by  Hogarth  and  Scott  during  the  Journey.  4*0,  beautifully 
printed,  cloth,  extra  gilt,  ioj-.  i>d. 

***,  A  graphic  and  most  extraordinary  picture  oj  the  hearty  English  times 
in  which  these  merry  artists  lived. 
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Hogg's  Jacobite  Relics  of  Scotland  : 

Being  the  Songs,  Airs,  and  Legends  of  the  Adherents  to  the  House 
of  Stuart.  Collected  and  Illustrated  by  James  Hogg.  In  2  vols. 
Vol.  I.,  a  Facsimile  of  the  original  Edition;  Vol.  II.,  the  original 
Edition.     8vo,  cloth,  28^. 

Haunted  ;  or,  Tales  of  the  Weird  and  Won- 
derful. A  new  and  entirely  original  series  of  Ghost  Stories,  by 
Francis  E.  Stainforth.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,2.r.      [Nearly  ready . 

Hawthorne's  English  and  American 

Note  Books.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  Moncure  D. 
Conway.     Royal  i6mo,  paper  cover,  is.;  in  cloth,  is.  6d. 

Hone's  Scrap-Books:  The  Miscellaneous 

Writings  of  William  Hone,  Author  of  "The  Table-Book," 
"  Every-Day  Book,"  and  the  "  Year  Book  :"  being  a  Supplementary 
Volume  to  those  works.  Now  first  collected.  With  Notes,  Portraits, 
and  numerous  Illustrations  of  curious  and  eccentric  objects.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra.  [Preparing. 

MR.  HOENE'S  EPIC. 

Orion.      An    Epic   Poem,  in   Three   Books. 

By  Richard  Hengist  Horne.  With  Photographic  Portrait- 
Frontispiece.     Tenth  Edition.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js. 

"  Orion  will  be  admitted,  by  every  man  of  genius,  to  be  one  of  the  noblest,  if  not 
the  very  noblest  poetical  work  of  the  age.  Its  defects  are  trivial  and  conventional, 
its  beauties  intrinsic  and  supreme." — Edgar  Allan  Poh. 

Hunt's       (Robert) 

Drolls  of  Old  Cornwall ;  or, 

Popular  Romances   of  the 

West  of  England.    With  II 

lustrations  by  George  Cruik 

shank.   Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra 

gilt,  "js.  6d. 

*»*  "  Mr.  Hunt's  charming  book  of 
the  Drolls  and  Stories  of  the  West  of 
England." — Saturday  Review. 

Irish  Guide. — How  to  Spend  a  Month 

in  Ireland.  Being  a  complete  Guide  to  the  Country,  with  an 
Appendix  containing  information  as  to  the  Fares  between  the  Prin- 
cipal Towns  in  England  and  Ireland,  and  as  to  Tourist  Arrangements 
for  the  Season.  With  a  Map  and  80  Illustrations.  By  Sir  Cusack 
P.  Roney.  A  New  Edition,  Edited  by  Mrs.  J.  H.  Riddell.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  price  is.  6d. 
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Jennings'      (Hargrave) 

One  of  the  Thirty.    With  curious  Illus- 
trations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  ior.  6d. 

Jennings'       (Hargrave) 

The  Rosicrucians:  Their  Rites  and 
Mysteries.  With  Chapters  on  the 
Ancient  Fire  and  Serpent  Worshippers 
and  Explanations  of  Mystic  Symbols  in 
Monuments  and  Talismans  of  Primeval 
Philosophers.      Crown  8vo,    300  Illustrations,  ior.  6d. 


Jerrold's  (Blanchard)  Cent,  per  Cent. 

A  Story  Written  on  a  Bill  Stamp.  A  New  Edition.  Fcap.  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

NEW  WORK  BY  DOUGLAS  JERROLD. 

Jerrold's     (Douglas)    The     Barber's 

Chair,  and  The  Hedgehog  Letters.  Now  first  collected. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his  Son,  Blanchard  Jerrold. 
Crown  8vo,  with  Steel  Plate  Portrait  from  his  Bust,  engraved  by 
W.  H.  Mote,  cloth  extra,  7^.  6d. 

"No  library  is  complete  without  Douglas  Jerrold's  Works;  ergo,  no  library  is 
complete  without  the 'Barber's  Chair.'  A  delightful  volume;  the  papers  are  most 
amusing  ;  they  abound  with  sly  touches  of  sarcasm  ;  they  are  full  of  playful  wit  and 
fancy." — Pictorial  World. 

"An  amusing  volume,  full  of  Douglas  Jerrold's  well-known  sharpness  and 
repartee." — Daily  Neivs. 

"Better  fitted  than  any  other  of  his  productions  to  give  an  idea  of  Douglas 
Jerrold's  amaiing  wit ;  the  '  Barber's  Chair '  may  be  presumed  to  give  as  near  an 
approach  as  is  possible  in  print  to  the  wit  of  Jerrold's  conversation." — Examiner. 


Jerrold's    (Douglas)     Brownrigg 

Papers :  The  Actress  at  the  Duke's  ;  Baron  von  Boots  ;  Chris- 
topher Snubb ;  The  Tutor  Fiend  and  his  Three  Pupils;  Papers  of  a 
Gentleman  at  Arms,  &c.  By  Douglas  Jerrold.  Edited  by  his 
Son,  Blanchard  Jerrold.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Kalendars    of  Gwynedd.     Compiled  by 

Edward  Breese,    F.S.A.     With  Notes  by  William  Watkin 
Edward  Wynne,   Esq.,  F.S.A.     Demy  4to,  cloth  extra,  28.?. 
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Lamb's  (Charles)   Complete    Works, 

in  Prose  and  Verse,  reprinted  from  the  Original  Editions,  with  many 
pieces  now  first  included  in  any  Edition.  Edited,  with  Notes  and. 
Introduction,  by  R.  H.  Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig."  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt,  "js.  6d. 

"  Is  it  not  time  for  a  new  and  final  edition  of  Lamb's  Works — a  finer  tribute  to  his 
memory  than  any  monument  in  Edmonton  churchyard?  Lamb's  writings,  and 
more  especially  his  fugitive  productions,  have  scarcely  yet  escaped  from  a  state  of 
chaos." — Westminster  Review,  October,  1874. 

Abstract  of  Contents. 
Essays  of  Elia,  as  originally  published 
in   The  London  Magazine,  The  Ex- 
aminer, The  Indicator,  The  Reflector, 
The    New    Monthly,    The    English- 


man's Magazine,  The  A  thenczum,  &c. 
Papers  contributed  to  "  Hone's  Table 

Book,"   "Year  Book,"  and  "Every 

Day  Book,"   and  to  Walter  Wilson's 

"  Life  of  Defoe." 
Notes  on  the  English  Dramatists, 

1808-1827. 
Review  of   Wordsworth's  "  Ex'ctjr- 


Thi  Adventures  of  Ulysses. 
Dramatic  Pieces  : 
John  Woodvil :  a  Tragedy  (from  the 
Edition  of  1802). 

Mr.  H ,  a  Farce. 

The  Wife's  Trial ;  or,  The  Intruding 

Widow. 
The  Pawnbroker's  Daughter. 
Poems : 

Sonnets  and  other  Poems  printed  with 
those  of  Coleridge  in  1796-7,  1800, 
and  1813. 


sion  "  (from  the  Quarterly  Review).  ,  Blank   Verse     (from    the   Edition  of 

Rosamond  Gray  (from  the  Edition  of  !  1798). 

1798).  J  Poetry  for  Children,  1809. 

Tales   from  Shakespeare  and  from  i  Album  Verses,  1830. 

Mrs.  Leicester's  School.  I  Satan  in  Search  of  a  Wife,  183T,  &c. 

Lamb  (Mary  &  Charles) :  Their  Poems, 

Letters,  and  Remains.  Now  first  collected,  with  Reminiscences  and 
Notes,  by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.  With  Hancock's  Portrait  of  the 
Essayist,  Facsimiles  of  the  Title-pages  of  the  rare  First  Editions  of 
Lamb's  and  Coleridge's  Works,  Facsimile  of  a  Page  of  the  Original 
MS.  of  the  "Essay  on  Roast  Pig,"  and  numerous  Illustrations  of 
Lamb's  Favourite  Haunts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iar.  6d. ; 
Large-paper  Copies  i\s. 

"  Mr.  W.  C.  Hazlitt  has  published  a  very  pretty  and  interesting  little  volume.  It 
has  many  pictorial  illustrations,  which  were  supplied  by  Mr.  Camden  Hotten  ;  and, 
above  all,  it  contains  a  facsimile  of  the  first  page  of  Elia  on  '  Roast  Pig.'  It  is  well 
got  up,  and  has  a  good  portrait  of  Elia,  There  are  also  some  letters  and  poems  of 
Mary  Lamb  which  are  not  easily  accessible  elsewhere. " —  Westminster  Review. 

"  Must  be  consulted  by  all  future  biographers  of  the  Lambs." — Daily  News. 

"Tells  us  a  good  deal  that  is  interesting  and  something  that  is  fairly  new. " — Graphic. 

"Very  many  passages  will  delight  those  fond  of  literary  trifles  ;  hardly  any 
portion  will  fail  to  have  its  interest  for  lovers  of  Charles  Lamb  and  his  sister." — 
Standard. 

"Mr.  Hazlitt's  work  is  very  important  and  valuable,  and  all  lovers  of  Elia  will 
thank  him  for  what  he  has  done." — Sunday  Times. 

"  Will  be  joyfully  received  by  all  Lambites." — Globe. 

Lee  (General    Edward) :    His   Life  and 

Campaigns.     By  his  Nephew,  Edward  Lee  Childe.     With  Por- 
trait and  Plans.      I  vol.     Crown  8vo.  [In  preparation. 
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Life  in   London  ;  or,  The  Day  and  Night 

Scenes   of  Jerry    Hawthorn    and   Corinthian   Tom.       With    the 

WHOLE     OF     CRUIKSHANK'S     VERY     DROLL     ILLUSTRATIONS,      in 

Colours,  after  the  Originals.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  6d. 

Literary  Scraps.     A  Folio  Scrap-Book  of 

340  columns,  with  guards,  for  the  reception  of  Cuttings  from  News- 
papers, Extracts,   Miscellanea,  &c.     In  folio,  half-roan,  Js.  6d. 

Little  London  Di- 
rectory of  1677.  The  Oldest 
Printed  List  of  the  Merchants 
and  Bankers  of  London.  Re- 
printed from  the  Rare  Original, 
with  an  Introduction  by  John 
Camden  Hotten.  i6mo,  bind- 
ing after  the  original,  6s.  6d. 

L  o  n  gf  e  I  I  o  w's 

Prose  Works,  complete,  in- 
cluding "Outre-Mer,"  "Hype- 
rion," "Kavanagh,"  "Drift- 
wood," "On  the  Poets  and 
Poetry  of  Europe."  With  Por- 
trait and  Illustrations  by  Brom- 
ley. 800  pages,  crown  8vo, 
cloth  gilt,  "]s.  6d. 

*»*  The  reader  will  find  the  present 
edition  of  Longfellow's  Prose  Writings 
by  far  the  most  complete  ever  issued 
in  this  country.  "  Outre-ltler"  contains  two  additional  chapters,  restored  from 
the  first  edition ;  while  "  The  Poets  and  Poetry  of  Europe,"  a7id  the  little  col- 
lection of  Sketches  entitled  "  Driftwood,"  are  now  'first  introditced  to  the  English 
public. 

Lost  Beauties  of  the  English  Language. 

An  Appeal  to  Authors,  Poets,   Clergymen,  and  Public  Speakers. 
By  Charles  Mackay,  LL.  D.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Linton's  (Mrs.  E.  Lynn)  True  History 

of  Joshua  Davidson,  Christian    and  Communist.      Sixth 
Edition,  with  a  New  Preface.    Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

"In  a  short  and  vigorous  preface,  Mrs.  Linton  defends,  in  certain  points,  her 
notion  of  the  logical  outcome  of  Christianity  as  embodied  in  this  attempt  to  conceive 
how  Christ  would  have  acted,  with  whom  He  would  have  fraternised,  and  who  would 
have  declined  to  receive  Him,  had  He  appeared  in  the  present  generation."— 
Examiner. 
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MRS.  LYNN  LINTON'S  NEW  NOVEL. 

Patricia   Kemball  :   A  Novel,  by  E.  Lynn 

Linton,  Author  of  "Joshua  Davidson,"  &c,  in  Three  Vols,  crown 

8vo,  is  now  ready  at  all  the  Libraries  and  at  the  Booksellers'. 

"  Perhaps  the  ablest  novel  published  in  London  this  year We  know  of 

nothing  in  the  novels  we  have  lately  read  equal  to  the  scene  in  which  Mr.  Hamley 
proposes  to  Dora.  .  .  .  We  advise  our  readers  to  send  to  the  library  for  the  story." 
— A  thencetivi. 

"This  novel  is  distinguished  by  qualities  which  entitle  it  to  a  place  apart  from  the 
ordinary  fiction  of  the  day  ;     .     .     .     displays  genuine  humour,  as  well  as  keen 

social  observation Enough  graphic  portraiture  and  witty  observation  to 

furnish  materials  for  half  a  dozen  novels  of  the  ordinary  kind." — Saturday  Review. 

Madre  Natura  uersusThe 

Moloch  of  Fashion.  A  Social  Essay. 
By  Luke  Limner.  With  32  Illustrations 
by  the  Author.  Fourth  Edition,  revised, 
corrected,  and  enlarged.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra  gilt,  red  edges,  price  2s.  6d. 

"  Bravo,  Luke  Limner  !     In  this  treatise,  aptly  and, 
ably  illustrated,  the  well-known  artist  scathingly  ex-  ' 
poses  the  evils    of  the  present  fashions — more   espe- 
cially of  tight-lacing.    Girls  should  be  made  to  learn  it 
by  heart,  and  act  on  its  precepts." — Fun. 

"  Agreeably  written  and  amusingly  illustrated.  Common  sense  and  erudition  are 
brought  to  bear  on  the  subiects  discussed  in  it." — Lancet. 


Magna  Charta.    An  exact  Facsimile  of  the 

Original  Document  in  the  British  Museum,  carefully  drawn,  and 
printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2  feet  wide,  with 
the  Arms  and  Seals  of  the  Barons  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours. 
Price  5^. 
A  full  Translation,  with  Notes,  printed  on  a  large  sheet,  price  6d. 


AUTHOR'S  CORRECTED  EDITION. 

Mark  Twain's  Choice  Works.     Revised 

and  Corrected  throughout  by  the  Author.    With   Life,  Portrait,   and 
numerous  Illustrations.     700  pages,  cloth  extra  gilt,  "]s.  6d. 

Mark  Twain's  Pleasure  Trip  on  the 

Continent  of   Europe,     With  Frontispiece.      500  pages,   illus- 
trated boards,  2s. ;  or  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

Marston's  (Dr.  Westland)  Poetical  and 

Dramatic  Works.    A  New  and  Collected  Library  Edition,  in  Two 
Vols,   crown  8vo,  is  now  in  the  press,  and  will  be  ready  very  shortly. 
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MR.    PHILIP    MARSTON'S   POEMS. 

Song   Tide,  and  other  Poems.     By  Philip 

Bourke  Marston.  Second  Edition.     Crown 8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 

"  This  is  a  first  work  of  extraordinary  performance  and  of  still  more  extraordinary 
promise.  The  youngest  school  of  English  poetry  has  received  an  important  acces- 
sion to  its  ranks  in  Philip  Bourke  Marston."— Examiner. 

"Mr.  Marston  has  fairly  established  his  claim  to  be  heard  as  a  poet.  ....  His 
present  volume  is  well  worthy  of  careful  perusal,  as  the  utterance  of  a  poetic,  cul- 
tivated mind. " — Standard. 

"  We  have  spoken  plainly  of  some  defects  in  the  poetry  before  us,  but  we  have 
read  much  of  it  with  interest,  and  even  admiration." — Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


All  in  All  :  Poems  and  Sonnets.     By  Philip 

Bourke  Marston.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 

Mayhew's  London  Characters :  Illus- 
trations of  the  Humour,  Pathos,  and  Peculiarities  of  London  Life. 
By  Henry  Mayhew,  Author  of  "  London  Labour  and  the  London 
Poor,"  and  other  Writers.  With  nearly  loo  graphic  Illustrations 
by  W.  S.  Gilbert,  and  others.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

"Well  fulfils  the  promise  of  its  title.     .     .    The  book  is  an  eminently  interesting 
one,  and  will  probably  attract  many  readers." — Court  Circular. 

Memorials  of  Manchester  Streets.  By 

Richard  Wright  Procter.  With  an  Appendix,  containing 
"The  Chetham  Library,"  by  JAMES  Crossley,  F.S.A. ;  and  "Old 
Manchester  and  its  Worthies,"  by  James  Croston,  F.S.A.  Demy 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Photographic  Frontispiece  and  numerous 
Illustrations,  \<,s. 

Monumental  Inscriptions  of  the  West 

Indies,  from  the  Earliest  Date,  with  Genealogical  and  Historical 
Annotations,  &c,  from  Original,  Local,  and  other  Sources.  Illus- 
trative of  the  Histories  and  Genealogies  of  the  Seventeenth  Century, 
the  Calendars  of  State  Papers,  Peerages,  and  Baronetages.  With 
Engravings  of  the  Arms  of  the  principal  Families.  Chiefly  collected 
on  the  spot  by  the  Author,  Capt.  J.  H.  Lawrence-Archer.  Demy 
4to,  cloth  extra,  42J.  [Nearly  ready. 

Muses   of  Mayfair:    Vers  de   Society   of 

the  Nineteenth  Century,  including  selections  from  Tennyson, 
Browning,  Swinburne,  Rossetti,  Jean  Ingelow,  Locker, 
Ingoldsby,  Hood,  Lytton,  C.  S.  C,  Landor,  Henry  S.  Leigh, 
and  very  many  others.  Edited  by  H.  Cholmondeley-Pennell, 
Author  of  "  Puck  on  Pegasus."  Beautifully  printed,  cloth  extra  gilt, 
gilt  edges,  uniform  with  "The  Golden  Treasury  of  Thought,"  ys.6d. 
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MR.  O'SHATJGHNESSY'S  POEMS. 

Music  and  Moonlight:  Poems  and  Songs. 

By  Arthur  O'Shaughnessy,  Author  of  "An  Epic  of  Women." 
Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  "]s.  6d. 

"  It  is  difficult  to  say  which  is  more  exquisite,  the  technical  perfection  of  structure 
and  melody,  or  the  delicate  pathos  of  thought.  Mr.  O'Shaughnessy  will  enrich  our 
literature  with  some  of  the  very  best  songs  written  in  our  generation." — Academy. 

An    Epic    of   Women,  and  other  Poems. 

Second  Edition.     Fcap.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

"  Of  th«  formal  art  of  poetry  he  is  in  many  senses  quite  a  master  ;  his  metres  are 
not  only  good, — they  are  his  own,  and  often  of  an  invention  most  felicitous  as  well 
as  careful." — Academy. 

Lays  of  France.     (Founded  on  the  "  Lays 

of  Marie.")     Second  Edition,     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  iar.  6d. 

"  A9  we  have  before  remarked  in  noticing  an  earlier  volume  of  his,  this  modern 
votary  of  Marie  has,  in  imaginative  power,  keen  intuition,  and  ear,  a  genuine  claim 
to  be  writing  poetry,  as  things  go  now.  .  .  .  And  Mr.  O'S.  is  also  an  accomplished 
master  in  those  peculiar  turns  of  rhythm  which  are  designed  to  reproduce  the 
manner  of  the  mediaeval  originals." — Saturday  Review. 

Mystery    of    the    Good     Old    Cause: 

Sarcastic  Notices  of  those  Members  of  the  Long  Parliament  that 
held  Places,  both  Civil  and  Military,  contrary  to  the  Self-denying 
Ordinance  of  April  3,  1645  ;  with  the  Sums  of  Money  and  Lands 
they  divided  among  themselves.     Small  4to,  half-morocco,  js.  6d. 

Napoleon  III.,  the  Man  of  His  Time; 

from  Caricatures.  Part  I.  The  Story  of  the  Life  of  Napo- 
leon III.,  as  told  by  J.  M.  Haswell.  Part  II.  The  Same 
Story,  as  told  by  the  Popular  Caricatures  of  the  past  Thirty- 
five  Years.  Crown  8vo,  with  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  over  100 
Caricatures,  Js.  6d. 

Original   Lists  of  Persons  of  Quality; 

Emigrants  ;  Religious  Exiles  ;  Political  Rebels  ;  Serving  Men  Sold 
for  a  Term  of  Years ;  Apprentices  ;  Children  Stolen ;  Maidens 
Pressed  ;  and  others  who  went  from  Great  Britain  to  the  American 
Plantations,  1 600- 1700.  With  their  Ages,  the  Localities  where  they 
formerly  Lived  in  the  Mother  Country,  Names  of  the  Ships  in 
which  they  embarked,  and  other  interesting  particulars.  From 
MSS.  preserved  in  the  State  Paper  Department  of  Her  Majesty's 
Public  Record  Office,  England.  Edited  by  John  Camden 
Hotten.  A  very  handsome  volume,  crown  4to,  cloth  gilt,  700  pages, 
38^.  A  few  Large  Paper  copies  have  been  printed,  price  60s. 
"  This  volume  is  an  English  Family  Record,  and  as  such  may  be  commended  to 

English  families,  and  the  descendants  of  English  families,  wherever  they  exist." — 

Academy. 
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THE     OLD     DRAMATISTS. 

Mr.  Swinburne's  New  Essay. 

George  Chapman's  Poems  and  Minor 

Translations.  Complete,  including  some  Pieces  now  first  printed. 
With  an  Essay  on  the  Dramatic  and  Poetical  Works  of  George 
Chapman,  by  Algernon  Charles  Swinburne.  Crown  8vo, 
with  Frontispiece,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

George   Chapman's   Translations   of 

Homer's  Iliad  and  Odyssey.  Edited  by  Richard  Herne 
Shepherd.     In  one  volume,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

George  Chapman's  Plays,  Complete,  from 

the  Original  Quartos,  including  the  doubtful  Plays.  Edited  by 
R.  H.  Shepherd.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Frontispiece,  6s. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes,  Criti- 
cal and  Explanatory,  and  a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
Gifford.  Edited  by  Lieut. -Col.  Francis  Cunningham.  Com- 
plete in  3  vols. ,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  Portrait,  6s.  each. 

Christopher  Marlowe's  Works;  In- 
cluding his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by 
Lt.-Col.  F.  Cunningham.      Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  Portrait,  6s. 

Philip     Massinger's    Plays.     From  the 

Text  of  Wm.  Gifford.  With  the  addition  of  the  Tragedy  of 
"  Believe  as  You  List."  Edited  by  Lieut.-Col.  Francis  Cunning- 
ham.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra  gilt,  with  Portrait,  price  6s. 

OLD  BOOKS— FACSIMILE  REPRINTS. 

Musarum  Deliciae;  or,  The  Muses'  Re- 
creation, 1656;  Wit  Restor'd,  1658;  and  Wit's  Recreations,  1640. 
The  whole  compared  with  the  originals  ;  with  all  the  Wood  Engrav- 
ings, Plates,  Memoirs,  and  Notes.  A  New  Edition,  in  2  vols.,  post 
8vo,  printed  on  antique  laid  paper,  and  bound  in  antique  boards,  21  s. 

Rump  (The);    or,    An  Exact  Collection  of 

the  choicest  Poems  and  Songs  relating  to  the  late  Times,  and 
continued  by  the  most  eminent  Wits  ;  from  Anno  1639  to  1 66 1.  A 
Facsimile  Reprint  of  the  rare  Original  Edition  (London,  1662),  with 
Frontispiece  and  Engraved  Title-page.  In  2  vols.,  large  fcap.  8vo, 
printed  on  antique  laid  paper,  and  bound  in  antique  boards,  17^.  6d. 
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Facsimile  Reprints— continued. 

D'Urfey's    ("Tom")   Wit    and    Mirth; 

or,  Pills  to  Purge  Melancholy  :  Being  a  Collection  of  the 
best  Merry  Ballads  and  Songs,  Old  and  New.  Fitted  to  all  Hu- 
mours, having  each  their  proper  Tune  for  either  Voice  or  Instrument  : 
most  of  the  Songs  being  new  set.  London :  Printed  by  W. 
Pearson,  for  J.  Tonson,  at  Shakespeare's  Head,  over-against  Cathe- 
rine Street  in  the  Strand,  1719.  An  exact  reprint.  In  6  vols.,  large 
fcap.  8vo,  printed  on  antique  laid  paper,  antique  boards,  £l  3-r. 

English    Rogue    (The),  described   in  the 

Life  of  Meriton  Latroon,  and  other  Extravagants,  comprehending 
the  most  Eminent  Cheats  of  both  Sexes.  By  Richard  Head  and 
Francis  Kirkman.  A  Facsimile  Reprint  of  the  rare  Original  Edition 
(1665-1672),  with  Frontispiece,  Facsimiles  of  the  12  copper  plates, 
and  Portraits  of  the  Authors.  In  4  vols.,  large  fcap.  8vo,  printed 
on  antique  laid  paper,  and  bound  in  antique  boards,  36^. 

Westminster  Drolleries:    Being  a  choice 

Collection  of  Songs  and  Poems  sung  at  Court  and  Theatres.  With 
Additions  made  by  a  Person  of  Quality.  Now  first  reprinted  in  exact 
facsimile  from  the  Original  Editions  of  1671  and  1672'.  Edited,  with 
an  Introduction  on  the  Literature  of  the  Drolleries,  a  copious  Ap- 
pendix of  Notes,  Illustrations,  and  Emendations  of  Text,  Table  of 
Contents,  and  Index  of  First  Lines,  by  J.  Woodfall  Ebsworth, 
M.A.  Cantab.  Large  fcap.  8vo,  printed  on  antique  paper,  and  bound 
in  antique  boards,  10s.  6ci.;  large  paper  copies,  21s. 

Ireland    Forgeries.— Confessions   of 

William-Henry  Ireland.  Containing  the  Particulars  of  his 
Fabrication  of  the  Shakspeare  Manuscripts ;  together  with  Anecdotes 
and  Opinions  (hitherto  unpublished)  of  many  Distinguished  Persons 
in  the  Literary,  Political,  and  Theatrical  World.  A  Facsimile 
Reprint  from  the  Original  Edition,  with  several  additional  Fac- 
similes. Fcap.  8vo,  printed  on  antique  laid  paper,  and  bound  in 
antique  boards,  10s.  6d.;   a  few  Large  Paper  copies,  at  21s. 

Grose's     Dictionary     of    the    Vulgar 

Tongue.  1785.  An  unmutilated  Reprint  of  the  First  Edition. 
Quarto,  bound  in  half-Roxburghe,  gilt  top,  price  8s. 

Joe  Miller's  Jests;  the  politest  Repartees, 

most  elegant  Bon-Mots,  and  most  pleasing  short  Stories  in  the 
English  Language.  London:  printed  by  T.  Read.  1739.  A  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  Edition.     8vo,  half-morocco,  gs.  6d. 
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Old  Prose  Stories  (The)  whence  Tenny- 
son's "Idylls  of  the  King"  were  taken.  By  B.  Mi  Ranking. 
Royal  i6mo,  paper  cover,  is.  ;  cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 

OLD     SHEKARRY'S    WORKS. 

Forest  and   Field  :  Life  and  Adventure  in 

Wild  Africa.     By  the  Old  Shekarry.     With  Eight  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 


Wrinkles  ;    or,    Hints    to    Sportsmen    and 

Travellers  upon  Dress,  Equipment,  Armament,  and  Camp  Life. 
By  the  Old  Shekarry.  A  New  Edition,  with  Illustrations.  Small 
crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  6s. 


OUIDA'S  NOVELS. 

Uniform  Edition,  each  Complete  in  One  Volume,  crown  8vo,  red 
cloth  extra,  price  $s.  each. 


Folle  Farine. 
Idalia :   A  Romance. 
Chandos  :    A  Novel. 
Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil  Castlemaine's 

Gage. 

Tricot rin  :    The  Story  of  a 

Waif  and  Stray. 

Pascarel  :  Only  a  Story. 


Held    in    Bondage;    or, 

Granville  de  Vigne. 

Puck :     His     Vicissitudes, 
Adventures,  &c. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders,  and 

other  Stories. 

Strath  more  ;  or,  Wrought 

by  his  Own  Hand. 

Two      Little      Wooden 

Shoes. 


Parochial    History  of  the   County  of 

Cornwall.  Compiled  from  the  best  Authorities,  and  corrected  and 
improved  from  actual  Survey.  4  vols.  4to,  cloth  extra,  ^3  3^.  the 
set;  or,  separately,  the  first  three  volumes,  16s.  each;  the  fourth 
volume,  iSs. 

Plain    English.      By  John  Hollingshead. 

One  vol.,  crown  8vo.  [Preparing. 
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Private    Book    of  Useful  Alloys   and 

Memoranda  for  Goldsmiths  and  Jewellers.  %  James  E. 
Collins,  C.E.     Royal  i6mo,  3^.  6d. 

Seventh  Edition  of 

Puck  on  Pegasus.    By  H.  Cholmondeley- 

Pennell.  Profusely  illustrated  by  the  late  John  Leech,  H.  K. 
Browne,  Sir  Noel  Paton,  John  Millais,  John  Tenniel, 
Richard  Doyle,  Miss  Ellen  Edwards,  and  other  artists.  A 
New  Edition  (the  Seventh),  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  price  $s. ; 
or  gilt  edges,  6s. 

"  The  book  is  clever  and  amusing,  vigorous  and  healthy." — Saturday  Review. 

"The  epigrammatic  drollery  of  Mr.  Cholmondeley-Pennell's  '  Puck  on  Pegasus ' 
is  well  known  to  many  of  our  readers.  .  .  .  The  present  (the  sixth}  is  a  superb 
and  handsomely  printed  and  illustrated  edition  of  the  book." — Times. 

"Specially  fit  for  reading  in  the  family  circle." — Observer. 

"An  Awfully  Jolly  Book  for  Parties." 

Puniana:    Thoughts   Wise   and   Otherwise. 

By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley.  Best  Book  of  Riddles  and  Puns 
ever  formed.  With  nearly  100  exquisitely  Fanciful  Drawings.  Con- 
tains nearly  3000  of  the  best 
Riddles,  and  10,000  most 
outrageous  Puns,  and  is  one 
of  the  most  Popular  Books 
ever  issued.  New  Edition, 
small  quarto,  blue  and  gold, 
gilt  edges,  price  6.r. 

"  Enormous  burlesque  —  unap- 
proachable and  pre-eminent.  We 
think  this  very  queer  volume  will  be 
a  favourite.  We  should  suggest 
that,  to  a  dull  person  desirous  to 
get  credit  with  the  young  holiday 
people,  it  would  be  good  policy  to 
invest  in  the  book,  and  dole  it  out  by 
instalments." — Saturday  Review. 

Also, 

More    Puniana. 

By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Row- 
ley. Containing  nearly  100 
beautifully  executed  Draw- 
ings, and  a  splendid  Collec- 
tion of  Riddles  and  Puns, 
rivalling  those  in  the  First 
Volume.  Small  4to,  blue 
and  gold,  gilt  edges,  uniform 
with  the  First  Series,  6s. 


When  are  persons  entitled  to  speak  like  a 
book  ?  Only  ivheu  they  are  a  tome  on  the 
subject. 
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Pursuivant   of 

Arms      (The)  ;      or, 

Heraldry  founded  upon 
Facts.  A  Popular  Guide 
to  the  Science  of  Heral- 
dry. By  J.  R.  Planche, 
Esq.,  F.S.A.,  Somerset 
Herald.  To  which  are 
added,  Essays  on  the 
Badgesofthe  Houses 
of  Lancaster  and 
York.  A  New  Edition, 
enlarged  and  revised  by 
the  Author,  illustrated 
with  Coloured  Frontis- 
piece, Five  full-page 
Plates,  and  about  200 
Crown  8vo,  bound  in  cloth  extra,  gilt,  Js.  6a. 


Illustrations. 


Practical  Assayer  :     A  Guide  to  Miners 

and  Explorers.  By  Oliver  North.  With  Tables  and  Illustrative 
Woodcuts.     Crown  8vo,  Js.  6d. 

***  This  book  gives  directions,  in  the  simplest  form,  for  assaying b?tllion  and  the 
baser  metals  by  the  cheapest,  quickest,  and  best  vzethods.  Those  interested  in 
mining  property  will  be  enabled,  by  following  its  instructions,  to  form  a  tolerably 
correct  idea  of  the  value  of  ores,  without  previous  knowledge  of  assaying;  'while 
to  the  young  man  seeking  his  fortune  in  mining  countries  it  is  indispensable. 

"Likely  to  prove  extremely  useful.  The  instructions  are  clear  and  precise." — 
Chemist  and  Druggist.  "  An  admirable  little  volume.'* — Mining  Journal. 

"  We  cordially  recommend  this  compact  little  volume  to  all  engaged  in  mining 
enterprize,  and  especially  to  explorers." — Monetary  and  Mining  Review. 

GUSTAVE  DORE'S  DESIGNS. 

Rabelais'    Works.        Faithfully    translated 

from  the  French,  with  variorum  Notes,  and  numerous  characteristic 
Illustrations  by  Gustave  Dore.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  700  pp.   7^.  6d. 

Uniform  with  "Wonderful  Characters." 

Remarkable    Trials    and     Notorious 

Characters.  From  "Half-Hanged  Smith,"  1700,  to  Oxford,  who 
shot  at  the  Queen,  1840.  By  Captain  L.  Benson.  With  spirited 
full-page  Engravings  by  Phiz.     8vo,   550  pages,  7-r.  6d. 

Rochefoucauld's       Reflections      and 

Moral  Maxims.  With  Introductory  Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve,  and 
Explanatory  Notes.     Cloth  extra,  is.  6d. 
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Reminiscences  of  the    late   Thomas 

Assheton  Smith,  Esq.  ;  or,  The  Pursuits  of  an  English  Country 
Gentleman.  By  Sir  J.  E.  Eardley  Wilmot,  Bart.  A  New  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  Steel-plate  Portrait,  and  plain  and  coloured 
Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  "]s.  6d. 

Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List  of  the  Prin- 

cipal  Warriors  who  came  over  from  Normandy  with  William  the 
Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  Carefully 
drawn,  and  printed  on  fine  plate  paper,  nearly  three  feet  by  two 
feet,  with  the  Arms  of  the  principal  Barons  elaborately  emblazoned 
in  Gold  and  Colours.  Price  $s.  ;  or,  handsomely  framed  in  carved 
oak  of  an  antique  pattern,  22s.  6d. 

Roll  of  Caerlaverock,  the  Oldest  Heraldic 

Roll ;  including  the  Original  Anglo-Norman  Poem,  and  an  English 
Translation  of  the  MS.  in  the  British  Museum.  By  Thomas 
Wright,  M.A.  The  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  In 
4to,  very  handsomely  printed,  extra  gold  cloth,  12s. 

Roman   Catholics   in    the  County  of 

York  in  1604.  Transcribed  from  the  Original  MS.  in  the  Bodleian 
Library,  and  Edited,  with  Genealogical  Notes,  by  Edward  Pea- 
cock, F.S.A.,  Editor  of  "Army  Lists  of  the  Roundheads  and 
Cavaliers,  1642."     Small  4to,  handsomely  printed  and  bound,  15^-. 

%*  Genealogists  and  Antiquaries  will  find  muck  new  and  curious  matter  in 
this  work.  An  elaborate  Index  refers  to  every  name  in  tlie  volume,  among  ivhich 
will  he  found  many  of  tlie  highest  local  interest. 

Ross's  (Chas.  H.)  Story  of  a  Honey- 
moon. A  New  Edition  of  this  charmingly  humorous  book, 
with  numerous  Illustrations  by  the  Author.  Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

School   Life   at  Winchester  College; 

or,  The  Reminiscences  of  a  Winchester  Junior.  By  the  Author  of 
"The  Log  of  the  Water  Lily;"  and  "The  Water  Lily  on  the 
Danube."     Second  Edition,  Revised,  Coloured  Plates,  7s.  6d. 

Schopenhauer's  The  World  Con- 
sidered as  Will  and  Imagination.  Translated  by  Dr.  Franz 
Hueffer,  Author  of  "Richard  Wagner  and  the  Music  of  the 
Future. ' '  [In  preparatian. 
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THE    "SECRET    OUT"    SERIES. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  profusely  Illustrated,  price  4s.  6d.  each. 

Art  of  Amusing.     A  Collection  of  Graceful 

Arts,  Games,  Tricks,  Puzzles,  and  Charades,  intended  to  Amuse 
Everybody.     By  Frank  Bellew.     With  nearly  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky.      A    Wonderful     Book    of 

Very  Easy  Tricks,  Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic,  Sleight  of 
Hand ;  in  fact,  all  those  startling  Deceptions  which  the  Great 
Wizards  call  "Hanky-Panky."  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With 
nearly  200  Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book.  Ample  Instruc- 
tion for  Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats,  Hand- 
kerchiefs, &c.  All  from  Actual  Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
CREMER.     With  200  Illustrations. 


Magic  No  Mystery.    A  Splendid  Collection 

of  Tricks  with  Cards,  Dice,  Balls,  &c. ,  with  fully  descriptive  work- 
ing Directions.     With  very  numerous  Illustrations.      [Nearly  ready. 

Merry  Circle  (The),  and  How  the  Visitors 

were  entertained  during  Twelve  Pleasant  Evenings.  A  Book  of 
New  Intellectual  Games  and  Amusements.  Edited  by  Mrs.  Clara 
Bellew.     With  numerous  Illustrations. 


Secret  Out ;  or,  One  Thousand  Tricks  with 

Cards,  and  other  Recreations ;  with  Entertaining  Experiments  in 
Drawing  Room  or  "White  Magic."     Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer. 

With  300  Engravings. 

Shelley's     Early     Life.       From     Original 

Sources.  With  Curious  Incidents,  Letters,  and  Writings,  now 
First  Published  or  Collected.  By  Denis  Florence  Mac-Carthy. 
Crown  8vo,  with  Illustrations,  440  pages,  'js.  6d. 

Sheridan's     Complete     Works,     with 

Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his  Dramatic  Writings,  printed 
from  the  Original  Editions,  his  Works  in  Prose  and  Poetry,  Trans- 
lations, Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c. ;  with  a  Collection  of  Sheridan- 
iana.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  with  10  beautifully  executed  Portraits 
and  Scenes  from  his  Plays,  Js.  6d. 
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Signboards:  Their 

History.  With  Anecdotes  of 
Famous  Taverns  and  Remark- 
able Characters.  By  Jacob 
Larwood  and  John  Camden 
Hotten.  Seventh  Edition. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  Js.  6d. 

"  It  is  not  fair  on  the  part  of  a  reviewer 
to  pick  out  the  plums  of  an  author's  book, 
tnusfilchingaway  his  cream,  and  leaving 
little  but  skim-milk  remaining;  but,  even 
if  we  were  ever  so  maliciously  inclined, 
we  could  not  in  the  present  instance  pick 
out  all  Messrs.  Larwood  and  Hotten's 
plums,  because  the  good  things  are  so 
numerous  asfto  defy  the  most  wholesale 
depredation." — The  Times. 


HELP   ME   THROUGH   THIS    WORLD  ! 


***  Nearly  100  most  curious  illustrations  on  wood  are  given,  showing  the  signs 
•which  wereformerly  hung  from  taverns,  &*c. 


N  HANDBOOK  OF  COLLOQUIALISMS. 

The  Slang    Dictionary : 

Etymological,  Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
An  Entirely  New  Edition,  revised 
throughout,  and  considerably  Enlarged, 
containing  upwards  of  a  thousand  more 
words  than  the  last  edition.  Crown  8vo, 
with  Curious  Illustrations,  cloth  extra, 
6s.  6d. 

"  Peculiarly'a  book  which  '  no  gentleman's  library 
the  wedge  and  the  wooden  should  be  without, 'while  to  costermongers  and  thieves 
SPOON.  it  is  absolutely  indispensable." — Dispatch. 

' '  Interesting  and  curious.  Contains  as  many  as  it  was  possible  to  collect  of  all  the 
words  and  phrases  of  modern  slang  in  use  at  the  present  time." — Public  Opinion. 

"  In  every  way  a  great  improvement  on  the  edition  of  1864.  Its  uses  as  a  dictionary 
of  the  very  vulgar  tongue  do  not  require  to  be  explained." — Notes  and  Queries. 

"Compiled  with  most  exacting  care,  and  based  on  the  best  authorities." — Standard. 

"  In  '  The  Slang  Dictionary '  we  have  not  only  a  book  that  reflects  credit  upon  the 
philologist ;  it  is  also  a  volume  that  will  repay,  at  any  time,  a  dip  into  its  humorous 
pages." — Figaro. 


WEST-END  LIFE  AND  DOINGS. 

Story    of   the     London     Parks.       By 

Jacob  Larwood.     With    numerous    Illustrations,    Coloured    and 
Plain.     In  One  thick  Volume,  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  "]s.  6d. 

%*  A  most  interesting  work,  giving  a  complete  History  of  thesefavourite  out-ef* 
door  resorts,  from  the  earliest  period  to  the  present  time. 
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A  KEEPSAKE  FOR  SMOKERS. 

Smoker's    Text-Book.       By  J.    Hamer, 

F. R. S.L.     Exquisitely  printed  from  "silver-faced"  type,  cloth,  very 
neat,  gilt  edges,  2s.  6d. ,  post  free. 


CHARMING     NEW     TRAVEL-BOOK 


*'  It  may  be  we  shall  touch  the  happy  isles.' 


Summer  Cruising  in  the  South  Seas. 

By  Charles  Warren  Stoddard.  With  Twenty-five  Engrav- 
ings on  Wood,  drawn  by  Wallis  Mackay.  Crown  8vo,  cloth, 
extra  gilt,  Js.  6d. 

"This  is  a  very  amusing  took,  and  full  of  that  quiet  humour  for  which  the 
Americans  are  so  famous.  We  have  not  space  to  enumerate  all  the  picturesque 
descriptions,  the  poetical  thoughts,  which  have  so  charmed  us  in  this  volume  ;  but  we 
recommend  our  readers  to  go  to  the  South  Seas  with  Mr.  Stoddard  in  his  prettily 
illustrated  and  amusingly  written  little  book." — Vanity  Fair, 

"  Mr.  Stoddard's  book  is  delightful  reading,  and  in  Mr.  Wallis  Mackay  he  has 
ound  a  most  congenial  and  poetical  illustrator." — Bookseller. 

"A  remarkable  book,  which  has  a  certain  wild  picturesqueness." — Standard. 

"The  author's  experiences  are  very  amusingly  related,  and,  in  parts,  with  much 
freshness  and  originality." — Judy. 

"Mr.  Stoddard  is  a  humourist ;  'Summer  Cruising'  has  a  good  deal  of  undeni- 
able amusement." — Nation. 
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Syntax's  (Dr.)  Three  Tours.    With  the 

whole  of  Rowlandson's  very  droll  full-page  Illustrations,  in 
Colours,  after  the  Original  Drawings.  Comprising  the  well-known 
Tours— i.  In  Search  of  the  Picturesque.  2.  In  Search 
of  Consolation.  3.  In  Search  of  a  Wife.  The  Three 
Series  Complete,  with  a  Life  of  the  Author  by  John  Camden 
Hotten.     Medium  8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  price  7*.  6d. 


Theseus:    A    Greek    Fairy    Legend. 

Illustrated,  in  a  series  of  Designs  in  Gold  and  Sepia,'  by  John  Moyr 
Smith.     With  descriptive  text.     Oblong  folio,  price  js.  6d. 


THEODORE  HOOK*  HOUSE,  NEAR  PUTNEY. 

Theodore  Hook's  Choice  Humorous 

Works,  with  his  Ludicrous  Adventures,  Bons-mots,  Puns,  and 
Hoaxes.  With  a  new  Life  of  the  Author,  Portraits,  Facsimiles, 
and  Illustrations.     Crown  8vo,  600  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

*«*  "As  a  wit  and  humourist  of  the  highest  order  his  name  will  be  preserved.  His 
political  songs  and  jeux  d'esfrit,  when  the  hour  comes  for  collecting  them,  will 
form  a  volume  of  sterling  and  lasting  attraction  I" — J.  G.  Lockhart. 
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MR.  SWINBURNE'S  WORKS. 


Second  Edition  now  ready  of 

Both  well  :      A    Tragedy.       By  Algernon 

Charles  Swinburne.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  pp.  540,  12s.  6d. 

"  Mr.  Swinburne's  most  prejudiced  critic  cannot,  we  think,  deny  that  '  Bothwell ' 
5  a  poem  of  a  very  high  character.  Every  line  bears  traces  of  power,  individuality, 
and  vivid  imagination.  The  versification,  while  characteristically  supple  and  melo- 
dious, also  attains,  in  spite  of  some  affectations,  to  a  sustained  strength  and  dignity 
of  a  remarkable  kind.  Mr.  Swinburne  is  not  only  a  master  of  the  music  of  lan- 
guage, but  he  has  that  indescribable  touch  which  discloses  the  true  poet — the  touch 
that  lifts  from  off  the  ground." — Saturday  Review. 

"  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that,  should  he  never  write  anything  more,  the  poet 
has  by  this  work  firmly  established  his  position,  and  given  us  a  poem  upon  which  his 
fame  may  safely  rest.  He  no  longer  indulges  in  that  frequent  alliteration,  or  that 
oppressive  wealth  of  imagery  and  colour,  which  gave  rhythm  and  splendour  to  some 
of  his  works,  but  would  have  been  out  of  place  in  a  grand  historical  poem  ;  we  have 
now  a  fair  opportunity  of  judging  what  the  poet  can  do  when  deprived  of  such 
adventitious  aid, — and  the  verdict  is,  that  he  must  henceforth  rank  amongst  the  first 
of  British  authors." — Graphic. 

"The  whole  drama  flames  and  rings  with  high  passions  and  great  deeds.  The 
imagination  is  splendid  :  the  style_  large  and  imperial ;  the  insight  into  character 
keen  ;  the  blank  verse  varied,  sensitive,  flexible,  alive.  Mr.  Swinburne  has  once  more 
proved  his  right  to  occupy  a  seat  among  the  lofty  singers  of  our  land." — Daily  News. 

"  A  really  grand,  statuesque  dramatic  work„  .  .  .  The  reader  will  here  find 
Mr.  Swinburne  at  his  very  best,  if  manliness,  dignity,  and  fulness  of  style  are  superior 
to  mere  pleasant  singing  and  alliterative  lyrics." — Standard. 

' '  Splendid  pictures,  subtle  analyses  of  passion,  and  wonderful  studies  of  character 
will  repay  him  who  attains  the  end.  ...  In  this  huge  volume  are  many  fine  and 
some  unsurpassable  things.  Subtlest  traits  of  character  abound,  and  descriptive  pas- 
sages of  singular  delicacy." — Athenttum.^ 

' '  There  can  be  no  doubt  of  the  dramatic  force  of  the  poem.  It  is  severely  simple 
in  its  diction,  and  never  dull ;  there  are  innumerable  fine  touches  on  almost  every 
page." — Scotsman. 

"  '  Bothwell '  shows  us  Mr.  Swinburne  at  a  point  immeasurably  superior  to  any  that 
he  has  yet  achieved.  It  will  confirm  and  increase  the  reputation  which  his  daring 
genius  has  already  won.  He  has  handled  a  difficult  subject  with  a  mastery  of  art 
which  is  a  true  intellectual  triumph. " — Hour. 


Chaste  lard  :  A  Tragedy.    Foolscap  8vo,  Js. 
Poems  and  Ballads.     Foolscap  8vo,  9s. 

Notes  on   "  Poems  and   Ballads,"  and 

on  the  Reviews  of  them.     Demy  8vo,  is. 

Songs  before  Sunrise.    Post  8vo,  10s.  6d. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.     Fcap.  8vo,  6s. 
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Mr.  Swinburne's  Works — continued. 

The  Queen   Mother  and  Rosamond. 

Foolscap  8vo,  $s. 


A  Song  of  Italy.     Foolscap  8vo,  ^s.  6d. 
Ode    on    the     Proclamation    of    the 

French  Republic.    Demy  8vo,  if. 

Under  the  Microscope.   Post  8vo,  2s.  6d. 
William  Blake  :   A  Critical  Essay.    With 

facsimile  Paintings,  Coloured  by  Hand,  after  the  Drawings  by  Blake 
and  his  "Wife.    Demy  8vo,  i6.r. 

THE  THACKEKAY  SKETCH-BOOK. 

THACKERAYANA: 

Notes  [and  Anecdotes,  Illustrated  by 
about  Six  Hundred  Sketches  by  William 
Makepeace  Thackeray,  depicting 
Humorous  Incidents  in  his  School-life, 
and  Favourite 
Scenes  and 
Characters  in 
the  books  of 
his  every-day 
reading,  now 
for  THE 
First  Time 
Published, 
l  from  the  Ori- 
I  ginal  Draw- 
ings made  on 
the  margins  of  | 
his  books,  &c. 
Large  post 
8vo,clth.  extra 

gilt,  gilt  top,  price  12s.  6d. 
"  It  is  Thackeray's  aim  to  represent  life  as  it  is  actually  and  historically — men'and 
women  as  they  are,  in  those  situations  in  which  they  are  usually  placed,  with  that 
mixture  of  good  and  evil,  of  strength  and  foible,  whick  is  to  be  found  in  their 
characters,  and  liable  only  to  those  incidents  which  are  of  ordinary  occurrence.  He 
will  have  no  faultkss  characters,  no  demi-gods, — nothing  but  men  and  brethren." — 
David  Masson. 


74  &>  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON,   JV. 


36       BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY  CHATTO  &   WINDUS. 


Til-ribs'    English 

Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities. Stories  of  Wealth 
and  Fashion,  Delusions,  Im- 
postures and  Fanatic  Mis- 
sions, Strange  Sights  and 
Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folks, 
Men  of  Letters,  &c.  By 
John  Times,  F.S.A.  An 
entirely  New  Edition,  with 
about  50  Illustrations.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  600  pages, 
p.  dd. 

Tin-ibs'    Clubs 

and  Club  Life  in  London. 

With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee  Houses, 
HosTELRiES,and  Taverns. 
By  John  Timbs,  F.S.A. 
New  Edition,  with  nume- 
rous Illustrations  drawn 
expressly.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  600  pages,  Js.  6d. 

%*  A  Companion  to  "  The  His- 
tory of  Sign-Boards."  It  abounds 
in  quaint  stories  oftheBlue  Stock- 
ing, Kit-Kat,  Beef  Steak,  Robin 
Hood,  Mohocks,  Scriblerus,  One 
o'Clock,  the  Civil,  and  hundreds  of 
other  Clubs;  together  with  Tom's, 
Dick's,  Button's,  Ned's,  Will's,  and 
the  famous  Coffee  Houses  of  the  last 
Sir  Litmley  Skeffingtou  at  the  Birthday  Ball,   century. 

"  The  book  supplies  a  much-felt  want.  The  club  is  the  avenue  to  general  society 
at  the  present  day,  and  Mr.  Timbs  gives  the  entree  to  the  club.  The  scholar  and 
antiquary  will  also  find  the  work  a  repertory  of  information  on  many  disputed 
points  of  literary  interest,  and  especially  respecting  various  well-known  anecdotes, 
the  value  of  which  only  increases  with  the  lapse  of  time." — Morning  Post. 

Blake's  Works.    Messrs.  Chatto  &  Windus 

have  in  preparation  a  series  of  Reproductions  in  Facsimile  of  the 
Works  of  William  Blake,  including  the  "Songs  of  Innocence 
and  Experience,"  "  The  Book  of  Thel,"  "  America,"  "  The  Vision 
of  the  Daughters  of  Albion,"  "  The  Marriage  of  Heaven  and  Hell," 
"Europe,  a  Prophecy,"  "Jerusalem,"  "Milton,"  "  Urizen," 
"The  Song  of  Los,"  &c.  These  Works  will  be  issued  both  coloured 
and  plain. 
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Taylor's     History   of 

Playing  Cards.  With  Sixty  curious 
Illustrations.  550  pp.,  crown  8vo,  cloth, 
extra  gilt,  price  "]s.  6d. 

%*  Ancient  and  Modern  Games,  Conjuring, 
Fortune*  Telling,  and  Card  Sharping,  Gambling 
and  Calculation,  Cartomancy,  Old  Gaming- 
Houses,  Card  Revels  and  Blind  Hookey,  Picquet 
and  Vingt-et-un,  Whist  and  Cribbage,  Tricks, 
&>c. 


Vagabond  iana;  or,  Anec- 
dotes of  Mendicant  Wanderers  through 
the  Streets  of  London  ;  with  Portraits  of 
the  most  remarkable,  drawn  from  the 
Life  by  John  Thomas  Smith,  late 
Keeper  of  the  Prints  in  the  British  Museum.  With  Introduo 
tion  by  Francis  Douce,  and  descriptive  text.  Reprinted  from  the 
original,  with  the  Woodcuts,  and  the  32  Plates,  from  the  original 
Coppers,  in  crown  4to,  half  Roxburghe,  price  12s.  6d. 


"  LES  MISERABLE S."    Complete  in  Three  Parts. 

Victor  Hugo's  Fantine.  Now  first  pub- 
lished in  an  English  Translation,  complete  and  unabridged,  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  advisable  omissions.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

"This  work  has  something  more  than  the  beauties  of  an  exquisite  style  or  the 
word-compelling  power  of  a  literary  Zeus  to  recommend  it  to  the  tender  care  of  a 
distant  posterity  :  in  dealing  with  all  the  emotions,  passions,  doubts,  fears,  which  go 
to  make  up  our  common  humanity,  M.  Victor  Hugo  has  stamped  upon  every  page 
the  Hall-mark  of  genius  and  the  loving  patience  and  conscientious  labour  of  a  true 
artist.  But  the  merits  of '  Les  Miserables '  do  not  merely  consist  in  the  conception 
of  it  as  a  whole  ;  it  abounds,  page  after  page,  with  details  of  unequalled  beauty." — 
Quarterly  Review. 

Victor   Hugo's  Cosette   and    Marius. 

Translated  into  English,  complete,  uniform  with  "Fantine."    Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Victor  Hugo's  Saint  Denis  and  Jean 

Valjean.     Translated   into  English,   complete,    uniform   with   the 
above.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  6d. 
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Vyner's    Notitia   Venatica:     A  Treatise 

on  Fox-Hunting,  the  General  Management  of  Hounds,  and  the 
Diseases  of  Dogs  ;  Distemper  and  Rabies ;  Kennel  Lameness,  &c. 
Sixth  Edition,  Enlarged.  By  Robert  C.  Vyner.  With  spirited 
Illustrations  in  Colours,  by  Alken,  of  Memorable  Fox- 
Hunting  Scenes.     Royal  8vo,  cloth  extra,  21s. 

*»*  An  entirely  new  edition  of  the  best  work  on  Fox-Hunting. 

Walt    Whitman's     Leaves    of    Grass. 

The  Complete  Work,  precisely  as  issued  by  the  Author  in  Washing- 
ton.    A  thick  volume,  Svo,  green  cloth,  price  <)s. 


Walton  and  Cotton,  Illustrated.— The 

Complete  Angler;  or,  the  Contemplative  Man's  Recreation; 
being  a  Discourse  of  Rivers,  Fish-ponds,  Fish  and  Fishing,  written 
by  Izaak  Walton  ;  and  Instructions  how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles  Cotton.  With  Original 
Memoirs  and  Notes  by  Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  K.C.M.G.  With 
the  whole  61  Illustrations,  precisely  as  in  the  royal  8vo  two- 
volume  Edition  issued  by  Pickering.  A  New  Edition,  complete  in 
One  Volume,  large  crown  8vo,  with  the  Illustrations  from  the 
original  plates,  printed  on  full  pages,  separately  from  the  text,  Js.  6d. 

Warrant  to   Execute   Charles    I.      An 

exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures  of  the  Regicides,  and  corresponding  Seals,  admirably 
executed  on  paper  made  to  imitate  the  original  document,  22  in.  by 
14  in.  Price  2s.  ;  or,  handsomely  framed  and  glazed  in  carved  oak 
of  antique  pattern,  I4.f.  6d. ^^ 

Warrant  to  Execute    Mary  Queen  of 

Scots.  The  Exact  Facsimile  of  this  important  Document,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Elizabeth  and  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal,  on  tinted  paper,  to  imitate  the  Original  MS.  Price  2s. ;  or, 
handsomely  framed  and  glazed  in  carved  oak,  antique  pattern,  14s-.  6d. 

74  dr>  75,  PICCADILLY,  LONDON,    W. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY  CHATTO  &   WINDUS.       39 


Waterford    Roll     (The). —  Illuminated 

Charter-Roll  of  Waterford,  Temp.  Richard  II. 

***  A  mongst  the  Corporation  Muniments  of  the  City  of  Waterford  is  preserved 
an  ancient  Illuminated  Roll,  of  great  interest  and  beauty,  comprising  all  the  early 
Charters  and  Grants  to  the  City  of  Waterford,  from  the  time  of  Henry  II.  to 
Richard  II.  A  full-length  Portrait  of  each  King,  whose  Charter  is  given — including 
Edward  III.,  when  young,  and  again  at  an  advanced  age — adorns  the  margin. 
These  Portraits,  with  the  exception  of  four  which  are  smaller,  and  o?i  one  sheet  of 
vellum,  vary  ftom  eight  to  nine  inches  in  length — some  in  armour,  and  some  in 
robes  of  state.  In  addition  to  these  are  Portraits  of  an  A  rchbishop  in  full  canonicalsy 
of  a  Chancellor,  and  of  many  of  the  chief  Burgesses  of  the  City  of  Waterford)  as 
■well  as  singularly  curious  Portraits  of  the  Mayors  of  Dublin,  Waterford,  Limerick, 
and  Cork,  figured  for  the  most  Part  in  the  quaint  bipartite  costume  of  the  Second 
Richard's  reign,  though  partaking  of  ma?iy  of  the  peculiarities  of  that  of 
Edward  III.  Altoget/ier  this  ancient  work  of  artis  unique  of  its  kindin  Ireland, 
and  deserves  to  be  rescued  from  oblivion,  by  the  Publicatio?i  of  the  unedited  Charters, 
and  of  facsimiles  of  all  the  Illuminations.  The  productio?t  of  such  a  work  would 
throw  much  light  on  the  question  of  the  art  and  social  habits  of  the  A  nglo-Norman 
settlers  in  Ireland  at  the  close  of  the  fourteenth  ce?itury.  The  Charters  are,  many 
of  them,  highly  important  from  an  historic  point  of  view. 

The  Illuminations  have  been  accurately  traced  and  coloured  for  the  work  from  a 
copy  carefully  made,  by  permission  oft/ie  Mayor  atui  Corporation  of  Waterford,  by 
the  late  George  V.  Du  Noyer,  Esq.,  M.R.I. A.  ;  a?id  those  Charters  which  have  not 
already  appeared  in  priiit  will  be  edited  by  the  Rev.  James  Graves,  A.B., 
M.R.I. A.,  H071.  Secretary  Kilkenny  and  South-East  of  Ireland  Archaeological 
Society. 

The  Work  will  be  brought  out  in  the  best  manner,  with  embossed  cover  and 
characteristic  title-page  ;  and  it  will  be  put  to  press  as  soon  as  250  subscribers 
are  obtained.  The  Price,  in  imperial  ^tot  is  20$.  to  subscribers,  or  30$.  to  non- 
subscribers. 


Wonderful    Characters  :    Memoirs   and 

Anecdotes  of  Remarkable  and  Eccentric  Persons  of  Every  Age  and 
Nation.  From  the  text  of  Henry  Wilson  and  James  Caulfield. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  with  Sixty-one  full-page  Engravings  of 
Extraordinary  Persons,  Is.  6d. 

%*  There  are  so  many  curious  matters  discussedin  this  volume,  that  any  per' 
son  who  takes  it  up  will  not  readily  lay  it  down  until  he  has  read  it  through. 
The  Introduction  is  almost  entirely  devoted  to  a  consideration  of  Pig-Faced 
Ladies,  and  the  various  stories  concerning  them. 


Wright's    (Andrew)    Court-Hand    Re- 
stored ;  or,  Student's  Assistant  in  Reading  Old  Deeds,  Charters, 
Records,  &c.     Half  Morocco,  a  New  Edition,  \os.  6d. 
*t*  The  test  guide  to  the  reading  of  old  Records,  &*c. 
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Wright's    Caricature    History  of   the 

Georges  (House  of  Hanover).  With  400  Pictures,  Caricatures, 
Squibs,  Broadsides,  Window  Pictures,  &c.  By  Thomas  Wright, 
Esq.,  M.A.,  F.S.A.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  p.  6d. 


"  A  set  of  caricatures  such  as  we  have  in  Mr.  Wright  s  volume  brings  the  surface 
of  the  age  before  us  with  a  vividness  that  no  prose  writer,  even  of  the  highest  power, 
could  emulate.  Macaulay's  most  brilliant  sentence  is  weak  by  the  side  of  the  little 
woodcut  from  Gillray,  which  gives  us  Burke  and  Fox/' — Saturday  Review. 

"  A  more  amusing  work  of  its  kind  was  never  issued." — Art  yournal. 

"  It  is  emphatically  one  of  the  liveliest  of  books,  as  also  one  of  the  most  interest- 
ing. It  has  the  twofold  merit  of  being  at  once  amusing  and  edifying. " — Morning 
Post. 


Yankee  Drolleries,  Edited  by  G.  A.  Sala. 

Containing  Artemus  Ward's  Book  ;  Biglow  Papers  ;  Orpheus 
C.  Kerr;  Jack  Downing;  and  Nasby  Papers.     700  pp.,  3*.  6d. 


More   Yankee    Drolleries.      Containing 

Artemus  Ward's  Travels;  Hans  Breitmann  ;  Professor  at 
Breakfast  Table;  Biglow  Papers,  Part  II.;  and  Josh  Bil- 
lings ;  with  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala.     700  pp.,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 


A  Third  Supply  of  Yankee  Drolleries. 

Containing  Artemus  Ward's  Fenians  ;  Autocrat  of  Break- 
fast Table  ;  Bret  Harte's  Stories  ;  Innocents  Abroad  ;  and 
New  Pilgrim's  Progress  ;  v/ith  an  Introduction  by  G.  A.  Sala. 
700  pp.,  cloth,  3s.  6d 
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